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To Her GRACE 


Dutcheſs of Montague. 


MAPD AM, 


HIS Tragedy, which I do myſelf 
the Honour to dedicate to Your 
Gr act, is form'd upon an Original, 
which paſſes for the moſt finiſh'd Piece in 
this kind of Writing, that has ever been 
produc'd in the French "The 
principal Action and main Diſtreſs of the 
Play is of ſuch a Nature, as ſeems more im- 
mediately to claimthe P of a Lady: 
And, when I conſider the great and ſhining 
Characters of Antiquity, that are celebrated 
in it, I am naturally directed to inſcribe it 
to a Perſon, whoſe illuſtrious Father has 
by a long Series of Glorious Actions, (for 
the Service of his Country, and in Defence 
of the Liberties of Europe) not only ſurpaſ- 
ſed the Generals of his own Time, but 
led the greateſt Heroes of former Ages. 
The Name of Hector could not be more ter- 

| 1 rible 


DEDICATION. 


rible to the Greeks, than that of the Duke 
of Marlborough has been to the French. 

The refin'd Taſte You are known to have 
inall Entertainments for the Diverſionof the 
Publick and the peculiar Lifeand Ornament 
Your Preſence gives toall Aſſemblies, was no 
ſmall Motive to determine me in the Choice 
of my Patroneſs. The Charms that ſhine 
out in #4 Perſon of Your Gz ace, may con- 
vince every one, that there is nothing unna- 
tural in the Power which is aſcribed to the 
Beauty of Andromache. 

The ſtrict Regard I have had to Decency 
and good Manners throughout this Work, is 
the greateſt Merit I pretend to plead in Fa- 
vour of my Preſumption; and is, I am ſen- 
fible, the only Argument that can recom- 


mend it moſt effectually to your Protection. 


I am, with the greateit Reſpect; 
MaDpanmM, 


Your GR ace's moſt Humble, 


and maſt Obedient Servant, 


Au z. PHILIPS, 


THE 


PREFACE 


15 Works of Genius and Invention, whether 
Verſe or Proſe, there are in general but three 
Manners of Style; the one fublime, and full of Ma- 
jeſty; the other ſimple, natural, and eaſy; and the 
third, ſwelling, forc'd, and unnatural. An injudicious 
Affectatiou and Sublimity is what has betray'd a great 
many Authors into thelatter ; not conſidering that real 
Greatneſs in Writing, as well as in Manners, conſiſts 
in an unaffected Simplicity. The true Sublime does 
not lie in ſtrained Metaphors and the Pomp of Words; 
but riſes out of noble Sentiments and ſtrong Images of 
Nature; which will always appear the more conſpi- 
cuous, when the Language does not fwell to hide and 
over ſhadow'them. 

Theſe are the Conſiderations that have induced me 
to write this Tragedy in a Style very different from 
waat has been u Dy profiifed amongh us in Poems 
of this Nature. I have had the Advantage to copy af- 
ter a very great Maſter, whoſe Writings are def 
admired in all Parts of Ezrope, and whoſe Excellen- 
cies are too well known to the Men of Letters in chys 
Nation, to ftand in need of any farther Diſcovery of 
them here. If I have been able to keep up to the 
Beauties of Monſieur Racine in my, Attempts, and to do 
him no Prejudice in the Liberties I have taken fre- 
— from ſo great a Poet, I ſhall have no 

to be diſſati ith the Labour it has coſt 
me to bring the compleateſt of his Works upon the 


ſhall trouble my Readenno farther, than to give 
him fome ſhort Hints oy be Play from the 
Preface of the French Author. following Lines of 


Virgil mark out the Scene, the Action, and the four 
1 r with their 

iſtint Characters; excepting that of Hermione, whoſe 
— , is ſuſfciently painted in the Au- 


Littora- 


The PREFACE. 


Littoraque Epiri legimus, portugue ſubimus 
CA, & — Buthroti aſcendi mus ———ß— 
Solemnes cum forte daes, & triſtia dona 
Libabat cineri Andromache, Mane/que vocabat 
Hectoreum ad tumulum, viridi ceſpite inanem, 
Et geminat, cauſam lacrymis, averat 
Dejecit vultuu, & demi ſſã ⁊ oce lacuto off : 
O Felix una ante alias Priameia Virgo, 
Haſtilem ad tumulam, Troje ſub menibus altis 
Juſia mori ! — fortitus non pertulit ullos, 
Nec victoris heri tetigit captiva cubile. 
Nos, Patrid incenſd, diverſa per equore weft, 
Stirpis Achilles faſtus, Tuvenemgue ſuper bum 
Servitio enix tulimus, qui deinde jecutus 
Ladzam Hermionen, Lacedzmonio/que Hymer 
A illum eraptæ magno inflammatus amore 
Conrgzs, & /cellerum furits agitatus Oreſtes 
Ex. iir incautum patria/que — ad Aras. 
Virg. En. lib. III. 
The great Concern of Andromache, in the Greek Poet, 
is for the Life of Maliſſus, a Son ſhe had by Fyrrbus. 
But it is more conformable to the general Notion we 
form of that Princeſs, at this great Diſtance of Time, 
w repreſent her as the diſconfolate Widow of Heer, 
and to ſuppoſe her the Mother only of AHynax. Con- 
ticered in this Light, no doubt, moves her Cem- 
paſſion much more affectually, than ſhe could be ima- 
_ to do in any Dillre(s lor a Son by a ſecond Huſ- 
Can 
Io order to bring about this beautiful Tncident, fo 
neceliary to heighten in Zrdremache the Character of a 
tender Mother, an affectionate Wife, and a Widow 
tall of Vencration for the Memory of her deceaſed 
Huſband ; the Life of Afynax is indeed a little pro- 
Jonged beyond the Term fixed to it by the general 
Conſent of the antient Authors. But ſo long as there 
is nothing improbable in the Suppoſition, a judicious 
Critick will always be pleaſed when he finds a Matter 
of Fact (eſpecially fo far removed in the dark and fa- 
bulons Apes) faliifed, for the Embelliſhment of a 
whole Poem. | 
P R O- 


PROLOGUE, Written by My. STEELE, 


INCE Fancy by itſelf is hoſe and vain, 
The Wife hy Rules that airy Poxwer refrain: 

They think thoſe Writers mad, who at their Eaſe 
Convey this Houſe and Audience where they pleaſe : 

Who Nature's flated Diftances confound, 

And make this Spot all Soils the Sur goes round : 

Tit nothing when a fancy'd Scene's in view, 

To tip from Covent-Garden to Peru. 

But Shakeſpear's Self tranſgre/s'd ; aud Gall each Elf, 
Each Pigmy Genius, quote great Shakeſpear's Self [ 
What Critici dares preſcribe what's juſt and fit, 

Or mark out Limits for ſuch boundleſs Wit ! 

Shakeſpear cou'd travel thro! Earth, Sea and Air, 

And paint out all the Powers and Wonders there. 

br barren Deſerts He makes Nature ſmile, 

Ard gives us Feaſts in his Enchanted Iſle. 

Our Anehor does his feeble Force confeſs, 
Nor dares pretend ſuch Merit to tranigrefs ; 

Does not fuch ſhining Gifts of Genius joare, 

Lind therefore makes Propriety his Care. 

Your Treat with fiudy'd Decency he ſerwes: 

Not only Rules of Time and Place prejerves, 

But flrives to keep hit Character intire, 

IWith French Correne/s, and with Britiſh Fire. 

This Piece preſented in a — 

When France was gloricus, and Monarch young, 
A hundved tines a crowded Audience drew 3 
A hundred times repeated, ftill 'tavas new. 

Pyrrhus proved d, to no acild Rants betray d. 
Rejents bis generous Love fo ill repay'd; 
Dees like a Man reſent, a Prince upbraid. 
His Sentiment diſe a Royal Mind, 
Nor is be known a King from Guards behind. 

hyur'd Hermione demand; Relief ; 

But not from heavy Narratives of Grief: 
In conſcious Majefty her Pride is Bh; 
Barn to avenge her Wrongs, but net blem. 

Andromache—— ff in our Author's Lines, 

2 2 the great Original, ſhe 1 
ng but from Bartarity ſhe fe 
Attend with Silence, you! ll applaud with Tears. 


; 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME. 


Pyrrhus, the Son of Achilles, and King 
Epirus, in Love with Azdromache, but þ Mr. Booth, 
betrothed to Hermione. 
Phenix, Counſeller to Pyrrbus. Mr. Bowman, 
Oreſtes, the Son of Aamemnon, Ambaſ- 
ſador from the Greeks to Pyrrbus, in {Me Porel. 
Love with Hermione 
Pylades, Friend to Oreftes, ſeparated 
from him in a Storm, driven on the 
Coaſts of Epirus, and detained by þ Mr, Milli. 
contrary Winds in the Court of 
Pyrrhus. 


WOMEN. 


to Pyrrbus, and Mother to Af;anax. 

Cephiſa, Confidante to Andromache. Mrs. Lig 5t 
Helon, betrothed to Pyrrhus. 1 
Clone, Confidante to Hermuone. Mrs. Cox. 


Attendants on Pyrrhus and Oreſtes, &c. 


The SCENE «@ great Hall in the Court of Pyr- 
rhus at Buthrotos, the Capital City of Epirus. 


THE 


THE 
Dis TREsT MOTHER. 


— 


A OS SIE L 
Enter Oreſtes and Pylades. 
ORESTES. 


0 Pylades! What's Life without a Friend! 

0 At Sight of thee my gloomy Soul chears up; 

My Hopes revive, and Gladneſs dawns 
within nie. | 

| After an Abſence of fix tedious Moons, 
How could I hope to find my Pylades, 

My Joy, my Comfort ! on this fatal Shore ? 

Eren in the Court of Pyrrhus ? in theſe Realms, 
Theſe hated Realms, fo croſs to all my Wiſhes: 
Oh, my brave Friend ! may no blind Stroke of Fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from myſelf. 

Pyl. O Prince! O my Oreftes ! O my Friend 
Thus let me ſpeak the welcome of mv Heart. Embracing. 
Since I have gain'd this unexpected Meeting, 

Bleſt be the Powers who barr'd my Way to Greece, 
And kept me here ! ever fince the unhappy Day, 
When warring Winds (Epirus full in view) 
Sunder'd wes, Yor on the loud, ſtormy Main. 

Orefl. It was, indeed, a Morning full of Horror! 
 Pyl. A thouſand boding Cares have rack d my Soul 
In your Behalf. Often, with Tears, I mourn'd 
The fatal Ills, in which your Life's involv'd ; 

And grudg'd you Dangers which I could not ſhare. 
> to what — the 2 —— a 

t prey d upon your might have 
And En the Gods. in pity to your Woes, m_ 
Should hear Pray'rs, and take the Life you loath'd. 
But now wi 5 Fab g The Retinue 
And numerous Followers that ſurround you here, 
Speak better Fortunes, and a Mind diſpos'd 
To reliſh Life, | Orgf. 


12 The Diftreſt Mother. 
. Alas! my Friend, who knows 
The Deftiny, to which I ſtand reſery'd ! 
T ans > Gonk of an iis bs 
And live or die, as ſhe decrees my Fate. 
Pyl. ee eee 
you 
Of your unpity d, unſucceſsful Paſſion. 
Why, in Epirus, ſhould you hope to find 
Hermione, leſs cruel, than at Sparta ? 
I thought her Pride, and the diſdamful Manner, 
In which the treated all your conſtant Suff ri 
Had broke your Fetters, and affur'd your F : 


Do not upbraid the unhappy Man, that loves thee. 
Thee hanw/®s. 1 never Bill my Paſhon from thee ; 
Thou faw'ft it in its Birth, and in its Progreſs. 
And when at lait the hoary King, her Father, 
Great Menelaus, gave away his Daughter, 
His lovely —. ter to this happy Pyrrbut, 
Th' Avenger of his Wrongs ; thou ſaw'ſt my Grief, 
My Torture, my Deſpair ; and how I dragg'd, 
From Sea to Sea, a heavy Chain of Woes. 
O Pylades ! my Heart has bled within me, : 
To fee thee, preſt with Sorrows not thy own, 
Still bo vp. Son me, like a baniſh'd Man ! 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched Friend, 
To temper the wild Tranſports of my Mind, 
And fave me from myſelf. 

Pyl. Why thus unkind ? 
Why will you envy me the pleafing Taſks 
Of generous Love and ſympathizing Friendſhip ? 
Org. Thou Miracle of Truth But hear me on. 
When, in the midſt of my diſaſtrous Fate, 
I thought how the Divine Hermione, 
Deaf to the Vows, regardleſs of my Plaints, 
Gave up herſelf in all her Charms, to Pyrrhus ; 
Thou may'ſt remember, I abhorr'd her Name, 


Strove to forget her, and repay ker Scorn. 
Wy I made 


The Diftreſt Mather. 13 


I made my Friends, and even myſelf, believe 
My Soul was freed. Alas! I did not fce, 
That all the Malice of my * 
Triumphing thus, and a Captive ſtill. 
In Greece I landed: And in Greece I found 
The aſſembled Princes all alarm'd with Fears, 
In which their common Safety ſeem'd concerr.'d. 
1 jain'd them: For I hoped that War and Glory 
Might fill my Mind, and take up all my Thoughts: 
And, that my ſhatter'd Soul, impair'd with Grief, 
Oace more would reuſſume its wonted Vigour, : 
And ev'ry idle Paſſian quit my Breaſt. 
Ph. Thought was worthy Agamemnon's Son. 
Oreft. But ſee the ſtrange Perverſeneis of my Scars, 
Which thraws me on the Rock I ftrove to ſhun ! 
The jealous Chiefs, and all the States of Greece, - 
Wich one united Voice, complain of Pyrrhbus; 
That now, forgetful of the Promiſe given, 
Ard mindlefs of his God-like Father's Fate, 
= - Y 8 —— 'H 
yana, the „ vi ope 
Of ruin'd Troy ; yr * defended 
From a long Race of Kings ; great He2r's Son. 
Pyl. A Name fiill in the Ears of Greece / 
But, Prince, you'll ceaſe to wonder, why the Child 
Lives thus in the Court of Pyrrbus ; 
When you ſhall hear, the bright Andromache, 
His lovely Captive, charms him from his Purpoſe : 
The Mother's Beauty guards the helpleſs Son. 
Oreft. Your Tale confirms what I have heard; and 


Spring all my Hopes. Since my proud Rival woos 

Another Partner to his — 1 Bd. 

Hermione may ſtill be mine. Hr Father, 

Tae injur'd Menelazs, thinks already 

His Daughter ſlighted, and th'untended Nuptiala 

Too long delay'd. I heard his load Complai 

With ſecret Pleaſure ; and was glad to find 

Ti ungrateful Maid neglected ia ber Turn, 

And all my Wrongs aveng'd in her D. ſgrac. / 
£4 On, may you keep m_ jolt Rf atmerte warm ! 

O, e. 


Xr Oh my Friend, to ſoon I found 


But tell me, TT Fade ther pam Hopes ? 

Is Pyrr 22 ith ber Charms ? 

Or Joſt thou think he'll yield me up the Prize, 

The dear, dear Prize, which be has raviſh'd from me 
Pyl. I dare not flatter your fond Hopes fo far; 

The King, indeed, os Spartan Princeſs, 

Turns all his Paſſion to Aadromache, 

Hefor"s afflifted Widow. But in vaio, 

With interwoven Love and Rage, he ſues 

The charming Captive, obſticately cruel. 

Oft he alarms her for her Child, confin'd 

Apart; and, when ber Tears to flow, 

As ſoon he flops them, and his Threats, 

Hermione a thouſand times has been 

His ill-requited Vows return to her; 

And takes his Indignation all for Love. 

What can be Some —— 

He may, in the Diſorder of his Soul, 

Wed her, he hates; and puniſh her, he loves. 
Oreft. But tell me, how the wrorg'd Hermione 

Brooks her flow Nuptials, aud dihonoured Charms? 


Pyt 
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Hermione would fain be thought to ſcorn 
nn Lover, and diſdain his Falſhood ; 
But, ſpite of all ber Pride, and conſcious Beauty, 
She mourns in ſecret her neglected Charms; 
And oft has made me privy to her Tears: 
Still threatens to be gone; yet till ſhe ſtays ; 
And ſometimes ſighs, and wiſhes for Oreftes. 
c 


I'd fly in Tranſport. L Flurifh within, 
Pyl. Hear !—— The King : 
To give you Audience. Speak your Embaſſy 
Wi Reſerve : Urge the Demands of Greece; 
And in the Name of all her Kings __ 
That Hefor's Son be given into your Hands. 
Pyrrbas, inſtead of granting what they aſk, 
To ſpeed his Love, and win the Trojan Dame, 
Will make it Merit to preſerve her Son. 
But, fee ; he comes ! 
Orefl. Mean while, my Pylades, 
Go, and diſpoſe Hermione to ſee 
Her Lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
Himſelf in all his Sorrows at her Feet. 


SCENE I 


Oreſtes, Pyrrhus, and Phenix. 


Ora. Before I ſpeak the Meſſage of the Greeks, 
Permit me, Sir, to glory in the Title 
Of their Ambaſſador ; fince I behold 
Tres Vanquiſher, and great A-hi/ks" Son. 

Nor does the Son riſe ſhort of ſuch a Father: 

If Hecter fell by him, Troy fell by you. 

But, what your Father never would have done, 

You do. You cheriſh the Remains of Troy ; 

And, by an ill-timed Pity, keep alive 

The dying Embers of a Ten- years War. 

Have you ſo ſoon forgot the mighty Hefor ? 

The Greeks remember his high brandiſh'd Sword, 

That fill'd their States with Widows ard with Orphans z 
For which they call for Vengeance on his Son. 


3 2 Was 
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Who knows what he may one Day prove? Who knows 
But he may brave us in our Ports; and, fill'd 
* 74 Fleets on = 

ou may, yourſelf, live to repent > 
Comply, 7 with the Grecians zu Demand, : 
Satiate their Vengeance, and preſcrve yourſclf. 

Pyr. The Greeks are for my Safety more concern'd 
Than I defire. I thought your Kings were met 
On more important Counſel. When I heard 
The Name of their Ambaſſidor, I hoped 
Some glorious Enterprize was taking Birth. 

Is Jramemnon's Son diſpatch'd for this? 
And do the Grecian Cniefs, renown'd in War, 
A Race of Heroes, join in cloſe Debate, 
To plot an Infant's D:ath ?—W hat Right has Greece 
To aſk his Life ? Muſt I, muſt I lone, 
Of all her ſcepter'd Warriors, be deny'd 
To treat my Captive as I pleaſe ? Know, Prince, 
When Troy lay ſmoaking on the Ground, and each 
Proud Victor ſhared the Harveſt of the War; 
Andromache and this her Son were mine ; 
Were mine by Lot? And who ſhall wreſt them from me ? 
Ulyſſes bore away old Priam's Queen; 
Caſſandra was your own great Father's Prize: 
Did I concern myſelf in waat they won ? 
Did I ſend Embaſſies to claim their Captives ? 
Oreft. But, Sir, we f. ar, for yon and for ourſelves, 
Trey may again revive, and a new Hectar 
Riſe in Manar. Then think betimes 
Fyr. Let daſtard Souls be timorouſly wiſe: 
But tell them, Pyrrhzs knows not how to form 
Far fzncy'd Ills, and Dangers out of fight. 

Ort. Sir, call co mind the unrivall'd of Troy ; 
Her Walls, her Bulwarks, and her Gates of Braſ: ; 
Her Kings, her Heroes, and embattel'd Armies! 

Pyr. I call them all co mind; and fee them all 
Confus'd in Dutt ; all mixt in one wide Ruin; 

All but a Child, and he in Bondage held. 
What Vengeance can we fear from ſuch a Trey? 
If they have ſworn to extinguiſh Hecter s Rice, 


Why 
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Why was their Vow for twelve long Months deferr'd 2 
Why was he not in Priam's Boſom flain ? 
He ſhould have fa'Pn among the ſlaughter'd Heaps, 
Whelm'd under Ter. His D-ath had then been jult, 
When Age and —_ alike in vain, 
$ 


Pleaded their Weakneſs ; when the Heat of Conquz', 
And Horrors of the Sight, rouz'd all our Rage, 
And blindly hurry'd us thro' Scenes of Death. 
My Fury then was without Bounds : But now, 
My Wrath appeas'd, malt I be cruel ſtill 2 
And, deaf to all the tender Calls of Pity, - 
Like a cool Marcerer, bathe my Hands in B'cod ? 
An Infant's Blood ? No, Prince—Go, bid the Gre-4s * 
Mark out ſome other V:&Qim ; my R-venge 
Has had its Fill. Waat has eſcaped from Trey 
Shall not be ſaved to periſh in Epiras. 
Oreft. I need not tell you, Sir, Myanax 
Was doom'd to Deati in Trey; nor mention how 
The crafty Mother ſav'd her darling Son. 
The Grecks do now but urge their former Sentence : 
Nor is't the Boy, but Hector they purſue ; 
The Father draws tneir Vengeance on the Son: 
The Father, who ſo oft in Grecian Blood 
Has drench'd hs Sword: The F :ther, whom the Greets 
May ſerk even here.——Prevent them, Sir, ia time. 
Hr. No! let them come; ſiace I was born to wage 
Eternal Wars, L-t them now turn their Arms 
On him, who conquer'd for them: Let them come, 
And in Epirus ſeek another Troy. 
"Twas thus they recompens'd wy God like Sire; 
Thus was Achille thank's. But, Prince, remember, 
Their black Iagratitude then colt them dear. 
Ori. Shall Greece then find a Rebel Son in Pyrrbus 7 
Pyr. Have I then conquer'd to depend on Greece ? 
O.. Hermione will ſway your Soul to Peace, 
And mediate twixt her Father and yourſelf : 
Her Beauty will enforce my . 
Hr. Hermioze may have her Charms ; and [I 
May love her ſtill, tho“ not her Father's Slave. 
I may in time give Proofs, that I am a Lover; 
But never muſt forget, that I am a King. 
B 3 Mean 
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Mean while, Sir, you ſee fair Helen's Daughter: 

] know how near in Blood you Had ally'd. 

'Fhat done, you have my Anſwer, Prince. The Greeks 
No doubt expect your quick Return. 


SCENE II. 


Pyrrhus and Phoenix. 


P/! en. Sir, do you fend your Rival to the Princeſs ? 

Pyr. I am told, that he has lov'd her long. 

Phan. If fo, 

Have you not Cauſe to fear the ſmother'd Flame 
May kindle at her Sight, and blaze a-new ? 
And ſhe be wrought to liſten to his Paſſion. 

Pyr. Ay, let them, Phenix, let them love their Fill! 
Let them go hence ; let them depart tegether ; 
Together let them fail for Sparta: All my Ports 
Are open to them both. From what Conſtraint, 
What irk ſome Thoughts ſhould I be then reliev'd ! 

Plan. But, Sir 

Pyr. I ſhall another time, good Phanix, 
Unboſom to thee all my Thoughts, For, ſee, 
Andramache appears. 


SCENE I 
Pyrrbus, Andromache, and Cephiſa, 


Pyr. May I. Madam, 
Flatter my Hop-s fo fir, as to believe 
You come to ek me here ? 
Andy. This Way, Sir, leads 
To thofe Apartments, where you guard my Son, 
Si- ce you permit me, once a Day, to viſit 
All I have leſt of He&or, and of Trey; 
I go to weep a few {:4 Moments with him. 
I have nat yet, to Day, embrac'd my Child; 
I have not held him in my widow'd Arms. 
Pyr. Ah, Madam! ſhould the Threats of Greece prevail 
You'll have Occaſion for your Tears, indeed PR 
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Ad-. Alas! what Threats! What can alarm the 
Greeks ? 
There are no Troanxs left ! 
Pyr. Their Hate to Hector 
Can never die : The Terror of his Name 
Still ſhakes their Souls; and makes them dread his Son, 
Andr. A mighty Honour for victorious Greece - 
To fear au infint, a poor friendleſs Child! 
Who ſmiles in Bondage; nor yet knows himſelf 
The Son of Herr, and the Slave of Pyrrhas. 
Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his Life ; 
And ſend no lefs than Agamemnon's Son, 
To fetch him hence. 
| Andr. And, Sir, do you comp'y 
With ſuch D-mands !—— This Blow is aim'd at me: 
How ſhould the Child averge his fl :ughter'd Sire? 
But, cruel Men they will not have him live 
To chear my heavy Heart, and eaſe my Bonds. 
I promis'd to myſelf in him a Son, 
In him a Friend, a Huſband, and a Father. 
But I muſt ſuff:r Sorrow heap'd on Sorrow; 
3 fat il _ * — you. 
1 thoſe Tears: I mult not ice z 
And know, than rejected their Deman«s. ING 
The Greeks already threaten me with W. r: 
But, ſhou'd they arm, as once they did for Helev, 
nd the — ne — Fleets ; 
ald ti re a ſecond Ten years S ege, 
And kn. owers and Palaces in Duſt ; 
I am cetermin'd to defend your Son; 
And rather die myſeif than give him up. 
But, Madam, ia the midſt of all theſe Dangers, 
Will you refuſe me a propitious Smile? 
Hated of Greece, and preft on ev'ry fide, 
Let me not, Madam, while I fight your Cauſe, 
L-t me not combat with your Cruelties ; 
And count Au ce amongſt my Fc es. 
Andy. Conſider, Sir, how this will ſound in Greece / 
How can ſo great a Soul betray ſuch Weakneſs ? 
Let not Men ſay, fo generous a Defign 
Was but the Tranſport of a Heart in Love. 


3 4 Pyr. 
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Pyr. Your Charms will juſtify me to the World. 
Andr. How can Andromache, a Captive Queen, 
O'crwhelm'd with Gr ef, a Burden to herſelt, 
Harbour a Thought of Love? Alas! what Charms 
Have thefe unhappy Eyes, by you condewn'd 
To wtep for ever ? Talk of it no more. 
To reverence the Misfortunes of a Foe ; 
To fuccour the Diſtreſt; to give the Son 
To an afflicted Mother; to repel 
Confederate Nations, leagued againſt his Life ; 
Unbribed by Love, unterrify'd by Threats, 
To pity, to protect him: Theſe are Cares, 
Theſe are Exploits worthy Achilles's Son. 
Pyr. Will your Reſentments, then, endure for ever ! 
Mult Pyrrhus never be forgiven : Tis true, 
My Sword has often reek'd in Pbrygias Bloud, 
And carry'd Havock through your Royal Kindred ; 
But you, fair Princeſs, amply have avenged 
Old Priam's vanquiſh'd Houſe : And all the Woes, 
I brought on them, fall ſhort of what I ſuffer. 
We both have ſuffer d in our Tuns: And now 
Our common Foes ſhould teach us to unite. 
Hndr. Where does the Captive not behold a Foe ? 
225 Forget the Term of Hatred ; and be hold 
A Friend in Pyrrba Give me but to hope, 
Tul free your Son; I'll be a Father to him: 
Myſelf wi!l teach him to the Trojans. 
Fl go in Perſon to chaſtiſe the Greeks, 
Both f.r your Wrongs and mine. Inſpired by you, 
What wou'd I not atchieve ? Again ſhall Troy 
Riſe from its Aſhes : This right Arm ſhall fix 
Her Seat of Empire ; and your Son ſhall reign. 
i not my Con» 
His Hopes of Empire periſh'd with his Father, 
No; thou imperial City, ancient Trey, 
Thou Pride of , founded by the Gods; 
Never, oh never ! muſt we hope to ſee 
Thoſe Bulwarks riſe, which He or could not guard! 
Sir, all I wiſh for, is ſome quiet Exile ; 
Where far from Greece remov'd, and far from you, 
I may 


The Diftrefſt Mother. 21 


T may conceal my Son, and mourn my Huſband. 
Your Love creates me Envy. Oh, return 
your betroth'd Hermione. 
mock me thus ? you know, I canrot. 
eart is yours: My Soul hangs on you: 
You take up every Wiſh : My waking Thoughts, 
And nightly Dreams are all employ'd on you. 
"Tis true, Hermione was ſent to ſhare 
My Throne and Bed ; and would with Tranſport hear 
The vows, which you negleR. 
Andr. She bas no Troy, 
No He&#or to lament : She has not loſt 
A Huſbind by your Co Snch a Huſb ind 
(Tormenting Thought!) whoſe Death alone has made 
Your Sire immortal: Pyrrbus and Achilles, 
Are both grown great by Calamities. 
Pyr. Madam, tis well! "Tis very well! I find, 
Your will muſt be obey'd ; Imperious Captive, 
It ſhall, Henceforth I blot you from my Mind: 
Yau teach me to forger your Charms ; to hate you, 
For know, inhuman Beauty, I have loved 
Too well to treat you with Indifference. 
Think well upon it: My diforder'd Soul 
Wavers between the Extremes of Love and Rage, 
I've been too tame; I will awake to Vengeance! 
The Son ſhall anſwer for the Mother's Scorn. 
The Greeks demand him: Nor will I endanger 
My Realms, to pleaſure an ungrateful Woinan. 
Andy. Then he muſt die! alas, my Son muſt die ? 
He has no Friend, no Succour left, beſide 
His Mcther's Tears, and his own Innocence. 
Pyr. Go, Madam; vifit this unhappy Son. 
The Signt of him may bend your ſtubborn Heart; 
And turn to Softreſs your ur juſt D. ſdain. 
I ſhall once more expect your Anſwer. Go; 
And think, while you embrace the Captive Boy, 
Think, that His Life depends on your Reſolves. 


5 5 SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
Andromache and Cephifa. 

Ands, I'll 


; and in the Anguiſh of my Heart, 
Weep Fer ms Chile—TF he muſt die, my Life 

Is wrapt in bis; I ſhall not long furvive. 

"Tis tor his Sake, that I have ſuſfer d Life ; 
Grgan'd in Captivity ; and our-liv'd Hector. 

Yes, my Afzanax ; we'll go together 

Together to the Realms of Night we'll go ! 

There to thy raviſh'd Eyes thy Sire Ill how, 

And point him out among the Shades below. 


The End of the E, ACT. 


SC TT SCENE I. 
Hermione and Cleone. 
HERMIONE. 


ELL, I'll be rul'd, Chone : I will ſee him: 
I have told Pylades, that he may bring him, 
cruſt me, were I left to my own 
ſhould forbid bim yet. 

Clo. And why forbid him? 

he not, Madam, ſlill the ſame Orefes ? 
Orefles, whoſe Return you oft have wiſh'd ? 9 
The Man whoſe Sufferings you ſo oft lamented, | 
And often prais'd his Conftancy and Love ? 

Her. That Love, that Conſtancy, fo ill requited, 

Upbraids me to myſelf? I bluſh, to think 
How I have us'd him ; and would ſhun his Preſence. 
What will be my Coaſuſion, when he ſees me 
Neglected, ard forſaken, like himſelf? 

Will he not ſay, Is this the ſcornful Maid, 
The proud Hermione, that tyranniz'd 
Ia Sparia's Court And triamp'd in her Charms? 


r Oy 


Hes 
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Her Iufolence at Iaf is well rep aid. 
I cannot bear the Thougtr. 

Cho. You wrong yourſelf 
With unbecoming Fears. He knows too well 
Your Beauty and your Worth. Your Lover comes not 
To offer Inſults ; but repeat his Vows, 
And breathe his ardent Paſſion at your Feet. 
But, Madam, what's your Royal Father's Will ? 
What Orders do your Letters bring from Sparta ? 

Her. His Orders are, if Pyr-þus ſtill delay 
The Nuptials, and refuſe to ſacrifice 
This Trojan Boy; I ſhould with ſpeed embark, 
And with their Embaſſy return to Greece. 

Ca. What would you more? Oreftes comes in time 
To fave your Honour. Pyrrbus cools apace : 
Prevent his Falſhood ; and ſorſake him firſt, 
I know you hate him: You have told me ſo. 
Her. Hate him: My injur'd Honour bids me hate him. 
The ungrateful Man! to whom I gave 
My Virgio Heart; the Man I lov'd fo dearly : 
The Mao, I doted on! Ob, my Clone / 
How is it poſſible I ſhould not him ? 

C T ive him over, Madam. Quit his Court 1 
And with Orefle ——— 
Her. No! I muſt have time 
To work up all my Rage! To meditate 
A Parting, full of Horror! My 
Will be but too much quicken'd by the Traitor. 

Clo. Do you then wait new [nfults ? New Afﬀronts ? 
To draw you from your Father! Then to leave you 
In bis own Court to leave you. for a Captive ! 
If Pyrrkus can you, he has done it. 

Her. Why doſt thou heighten my Diſtreſs ? I fear 


To ſearch out my own Thoughts and found my Heart. 
Be blind to what thou ſeeſt: Believe me cured : 


Flatter my Weaknef ; tell me I have conquer'd: 
Think, that my ir jur'd Soul is ſet againſt him, 
And do thy beſt to make me think fo too. 

Cleo. Why would you loiter here, then ? 

Her. Let us fly ! 
Let us be gone ! a a Captive : 
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Let him go kneel ard ſupplicate his Slave. 
Let us be gone But, what if be repent ? 
What, if the perjur'd Prince again ſubmit, 
And ſue for Pardon? What, if he renew 
His former Vows ? —— But, oh the faithleſs Man! 
He flights me ! drives to Extremities! — However, 
Fil ſtay, Clone, to perplex their Loves: 
Tu ſtay, vil, by an open Breach of Contract, 
T make him bateful to the Greeks. Already 
Their Vengeance have I drawn upon the Son: 
"Their ſecond Embaſſy ſhall claim the Mother: 
J will redouble all my Griefs upon ber 
0, whither does your Rage tranſport 


you 
Andromache, alas, is innocent 
A Woman plung'd in Sorrow ; dead to Love: 
And, when the thinks of Pyrrbas, tis with Horror. 
Her. Would 1 had done fo too !-——He had not, then, 
Betray'd my eaſy Faith, —— But, I, alas 
D.ſcover'd all the Fondneſs of my Soul; 
E 
it to 
My Eyes, oy my Actions ſpoke 
Che. Well might you ſpeak, without 
Engag'd to you by ſolemn Oaths and Treaties. 
Her. His Ardour too was an Excuſe to mine: 
With other Eyes he ſaw me then! — Choe, 
Thou may'it remember, every thing conſpired 
To favour him: My Father's Wrorgs avenged ; 
The Greeks triumphant ; Fleets of Tejas Spoils ; 
His mighty Sre's, bis own immortal Fame; 
His eager Love; —— All, all conſpired agaioſt me 
— Bat I have done: — }'l] think no more of Pyrr bas, 
Orcs wants not Merit: And he loves me. 
My Gratitude, my Honour, both plead ior him : 
And if I've Power o'er my own Heart, tis his. 
Clo. Madam, he comes 
Her, Alas ! I did nct think 
He was fo rear I wiſh I might rot ſee him? 


SCENE 


Heart. 
to one 


The Dire Mother 26. 
SCENE. IL 
Hermione, Cleone, a Oreſtes. 

Her. How am I to interpret, Sir, this Viſit ? 
Is it a Compliment of Form, or Love ? 

Oreft. Madam, you know my Weakneſs. Tis my Fate 
To Love unpity'd : To defire to fee you ; 
And ſtill to ſwear each time ſhall be the laſt. 
repeated Oaths ; 
m perjur'd. 

ſtorm 


bleed afreſh 
'd 
d in vain) 


b y Seas, 
Abſence, 


Why will you, Prince, indulge this mournful 
Tale? 


277 


— 
= 
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I do already h 

My doom is fixt: I read it in your Eyes. 

Her. Will you then flill deſpair ? Be ftill ſuſpicious ? 
What have I done? Wherein have I been cruel ? 
"Tis true, you fiod me in the Court of Pyrrbus : 
But, twas my Royal Father ſent me hither. 
And who can tell, but I have ſhared your Griefs ? 
Have I ne'er wept in ſecret ? Never wiſh'd 
To ſee Crefte: ? 


Ore, 
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. Wiſh'd to ſee Oreftes / 

On 1237. Ob Eefialy? M Soul's intranc'd ! 

Oh charming Princeſs ! tranſcendent Maid! 

My utmoſt iſn Thus, thus let me expreſs 

My boundleſs Thanks !—— I never was unhappy —— 

Am I Oreftes ? = — 

Her. You 7: 

The fame uralter'd, generous, faithful Lover: 

The Prince, whom I eftcem; whom I lament ; 

And whom I fain would teach my Heart to love ! 

Oreft. Ay, there it is !— I have but your Eftzem 
While Pyrrbus has your Heart ! 

Her. Believe me, Prince, 

Were you 3s Pyrrbus, I ſhould hate you! 

Oreff. No! 
I ſhould be bleſt ! I ſhould be lov'd as he is! ——— 
Yet all this while I die by your Diſdain: 

While he neglects your Charms, and courts another. 

Her. And who has told you, Prince, that I am neg- 


lected ? 


Has Pyrrhus ſaid 
Has Pyrrbus told you ſo? ——— Or is it you, 
Who think thus meanly of me? Sir, perhaps, 
All do not judge like you 

Oreß. Madam, go on! 
Inſult me ſtill; I am us'd to bear your Sc-rn. 

Her. Why am I told bow Pyrrbus loves or hates? 
-o, Prince; and arm the Greeks againſt the Rebel; 
Let them lay waſte his country ; raze his Towns; 
Deftroy his Fleets ; his Palaces ; Himſelf ! 
Go, Prince; and tell me then how much I love him. 

Oreft. To haften his Deſtruction, come yourſelf ; 
And work your Royal Father to his Ruin. 

Her. Mean while ke weds dndr mache! 

Oreft. Ab, Princeſs ! 

What is't I bear? 

Her. What Iaſamy for Greece, 
If he ſhould wed a Phrygian, and a Captive? 

Oreft. Is this your Hatred, Madam? — Tis in vain 
To hide your P. ſſion; every thing betrays it: 
Your Looks, your Speech, your Anger, nay your 8 * 

our 
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Your Love appears in All; your ſecret Flame 
Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it. 
Hey. Your ſealouſy perverts my Meaning ſtill, 
And wreſts each Circumſtance to your Diſquiet ; 

My very Hate is couſtrued into Fondneſs. 


Orefl. Impute my Fears, if groundleſs, to my Love. 


Her. Then hear me, Prince. Obedience to a Father 
Firſt brought me hither ; and the ſame Obedience 
Detains me here, till Fyrrbus drive me hence ; 

Or my offended Father ſhall recall me. 

Tell this proud King, that Menelais ſcorns 
To match his Daughter with a Foe of Greece: 
Bid him reſign AHyanax, or me. 

If he perſiſt to the hoſtile Boy, 
Hermione embarks with you for Sparta. 


S CS 0 KH . 
Oreſtes, alone. 


Then is Orefles bleſt! My Grieſs are fled! 

Fled like a Dream ! — Metbinks I tread in Air! 
Pyrrhas enamour'd of his Captive 
Will thank me, if I take her Rival hence: 
He looks not on the Princeſs with my Eyes! 
Surprizirg Happineſs! —= unlook'd for Joy! 
Never let Love deſpair! — The Prize is mine! 
Be ſmooth, ye Seas; and, ye propitious Winds 
Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan Coaſts ! 

] long to view the fails unfurl'd ———— But, fee! 
Pyrrhus approaches in a happy Hour. 


SCENE N. 


Pyr. I was in Pain to find you, Prince, My warm 
Urgovern'd Temper would not let me weigh 
Tne Importance of your Embaſly ; and hear 
You argue for my Good [ was to blame. 
I fince have poiſed your Reaſons : And I than 
My good Allies: Their Care deferves my Thank. 
Yau have convinced me, that the Weal of Greece, 


My 
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My Father's Honour, and my own Repoſe 
Demand, that He&or's Race thould be deſtroy d. 


Aftyanax ; 

— porno 
5 approve it, Sir, are content 

ſpill the of a defenceleſs Child; 

The offended Greets, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 
Pyr. Cloſer to ſtraia the Knot of our Alliance, 

I have determin'd to eſpouſe Hermione. 

You come in time to our Nuptial Rites : 

Jn you the Kings of ce will all be preſent ; 

And you have Right to perſonate her Father, 

As his Ambaſſador, and Brother's Soo. 

Go, Prince, renew your Viſit ; tell Hermione, 

To morrow I receive ber from your Hands. 


Orr .10 F ! 
a - ortune! Oh undone 


SCENE V. 
Pyrrhus azd Phceaix. 


D Well, Phanix Am I ſtill a Slave to Love! 
What thinkeſt thou now? Am. I myſelf again? 
Phan. "Tis as it ſhould be; this diſcovers Pyrrbus ; 
Shews all the Hero : Now you are yourſelf ! 
The Son ? the Rival of the great Achilles / 
Greece will applaud you; and the World confeſs, 
Pyrrhus has conquer'd Troy a ſecond Time 
Pyr. Nay, Pharnix, now | but begin to triumph: 
I never was a Conqucror 't Il now! 
Believe me, a whole-Hoſt, a War of Foes 
May fo-ner be ſubdued, than Love. O, Planix ? 
What Ruin have I ſtun'd? The Creeks enraged, 
Hung o'er me, like a gathering Storm, ard ſoon 
Had burſt io Thunder on my Head; whiie [ 
Abandon'd Duty. Empire, Honour, all, 
To ple-fc a thackleſs Woman !— One kind Look 
quite undone me ? | 
Pes. O, my Royal Maſter! 
The Gecs, in Favour to you, made ber cruel. 


Pyr. 
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Pyr. Thou faweſt with bow much Scorn ſhe treated 
me 


When I permitted her to fee ber Son, 

I hoped it might have work'd ber to my Wishes. 

] went to ſee the mournful Interview, 

And found her bathed in Tears, and loſt in Paſſion. 

Wild with Diſtreſs, a thouſand Times the call d 

On Hd Name: And when I ſpoke in Comfort, 

And promis'd my Protection to her Son; 

She kiſs'd the Boy; and call'd zgain on Hefor : 

Then ſtrain'd him in her Arms ; and cry'd, "Tis he! 

"Tis he himſelf! his Eyes, his every Feature 

His very Frown, and his ſtern Look already 

Tis He: Tis my loved Lord, whom I embrace ! 

Does ſhe then think, that I preſerve the Boy, 

To ſooth and keep alive her Flame for Heber? 
Phan. No doubt, ſhe does; and thinks you favour'd 


in it ; 
But let her go, for an ungrateful Woman! 
r ſtubborn 
ea rt: | 
Vain of her Charms, and inſolent in B-auty, 
She mocks my Rage ; and*when it threatens loudeſt, 
ExpeQs, *twill ſoon be humbled into Love. 
But we ſhall change our Parts: and ſhe ſhall find, 
I can be deaf, like her ; and ſteel my Heart! 
Sine is Hecters Widow; I Achilles Son. 
Pyrrhus is born to hate Andromache. 
Plas. My Royal Miſter, talk of her no more 
I do not like this Anger. Your Hermione 
Saould now engroſs your Thoughts. "Tis time to ſce hex. 


"Tis time you ſhculd re the Nuptial Rights ; 
And not rely upon a 's ; | 
It may be 


Pyr. But tell me, Pharnix ; 
thou not think, the proud Andromache 
Will be enraged, when I ſhall wed the Princeſs ? 
Phan. Why does Andromache ſtill haunt your Thoughts, 
What is't to you, be the enrag d or pleas'd ? 
Let her Name periſh : Think of ber no more! 
Hr. No, Phawix -E have been too gentle with her. 
have 


= — 
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I have check'd my Wrath, and ſtifled my Reſentment : 
She knows not yet to what degree I hate her. 
Let us return: II brave her to her Face: 
I'll give my Anger its free Courſe againſt her. 
Thou ſhalt fee, Phenix, how Ill break ber Pride 
Phan. Oh, go not, Sir! — There's Ruin in her Eyes! 
You do not know your Strength: You'll fall before her, 
Adore her Beauty, and revive her Scorn. 
Pyr. That were indeed a moſt unmanly Weakneſs ! 
Thou doſt not know me, Phanix / | 
Phan. Ah, my Prince! 
You are ſtill ſtruggling in the Toils of Love. 
Pyr. Canſt thou then think, I love this Woman till ? 
One who repays my Paſſion with Diſdain! 
A — A friendleſs and forlorn; 
She and ing Son within my Power ; 
His Life a Forfeit to the Greeks: Yet 1 
Preſerve her Son; would take her to my Throne; 
Would fight her Battles, and avenge her Wrongs ; 
And all this while ſhe treats me as her Foe ! 
Phan. You have it in your Power to be revenged. 
Pyr. Yes ;—and I'll hew my Power ! I'll give her Cauſe 
To hate me? her 4fyanax ſhall die —— 
What Tears will then be ſhed! How will ſhe then 
In Bitterneſs of Heart reproach my Name! 
Then, to compleat her Woes, will I efpouſe 
Hermione : —* Twill ſtab her to tue Heart! 
Phan Alas, you threaten, like 2 Lover ſtill! 
Pyr. Phenix, excuſe this Struggle cf my Soul: 
"Tis the laſt Effort of expiring Love. 
Phan. Then haſten, Sir, to ſee the Spartan Princeſs : 


And turm the Bent of your Defires on her. 


Pyr. Oh! "tis a heavy Taſk to conquer Love, 
And wean the Soul from her accuſtom d Fondnef*, 
But, come: A long Farewel to He&or's Widow. 
e * back, 
many Dangers I have paſs d. 
The — thas, in dreadful kt toſt, 
Thrown by the Waves on ſome unlook'd for Coaſt; 


Ofc turns, and fees, with a delightful Eye, 
Bio fy : 


Midſt Rocks and Shelves the broken 
And, 
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And, while the outrageous Winds the Deep deform 
Smiles on the Tumult, and enjoys the Storm. 


The End of the Second ACT. 


ACT. IL. SCENE I. 
Pylades and Oreſtes. 


PYLADES. 


OR 2 *"n's Sake, Sir, compoſe your ruffled 

And moderate your ! 

Oreft. No, bar 

This is no time Ia deaf. 

Talk not of Reaſon! I have been tco patient. 

Li'e is not worth my Care. My Soul grows deſperate. 

Fil bear her off; or periſh in the Attempt. 

Ill force her from his Arms: —— By Heav'n, I will! 
Pyl Well; tis agreed, my Friend: We'll force her 


, 
But ſtill confider we are in Epiras : 
The Court, the Guards, Hermione herſelf, 
The very Air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrbus. 
Good Gods l what tempted you to ſeek her here : 
Or. Loſt to myſ If, I krew not what I did! 
My Purpoſes were wild, Perhaps I come 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid the Woman. 
Pyl. This Violence of lemper m y prove fatal. 
Oreft. It muſt be more than Man to bear theſe Shocks. 
Theſe Outreges of Fate, with Temper | 
He tells me, that he weds Hermione ; 
And will To-morrow take her from my Hand! —— 
My Hand ſhall ſooner tear the Tyrart's Heart 
Pl. Your Pa ſſion blinds you, Sir; He's not to blame, 
Could you but look into the Soul of Pyrrhas, 
Perhaps you'd find it tortur'd, like your own. 
Oref. No, Pylades ! "Tis all Deſign. — His Pride, 
To triumph over me, has chang'd his Love. 
The fair Hermione, before I came, 


The Diftreff Mather. 


all her Bloom of Beauty, was neglected. 

h cruel Gods! I thought her all my on 
ting to return to Sparta: 

Heart, divided betwixt Rage and Love, 

to take its Leave of Pyrrhbus. 

z She pitied my Complaints; 
tracy be leaſt Indifference 
King, had made Oreſſes happy 
Pyl. So your fond Heart believes 
Oref. Did I not fee 
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M. Believe me, Prince, 
"Twas then ſhe lov'd him moſt ! Had Pyrrbus left her, 
She would have formed ſome new Pretext to ſtay. 


I from her deſtructive Charms. 


| I cannot bear the Thought! She muſt be mine 
Did Pyrrbus carry Thuoder in his Hand, 

Fd ſtand the Bolt, and challenge all his Fury, 

Ere I refign'd Hermione, ——— By Force 

Fl foatch her hence, and bear her to my Ships? 

Have we her Mother Hekx's Rape? 

Will then Oreftes turn a Rawifer / 

And blot his Embaſſy ? 


O, Pylades ! 
My Grief weighs beavy on me: Twill diſtract me! 


It is enough, my Friend 
not thy generous Love betray thee farther. 


And in my 


(As 


is DS+ 
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„„ l 
= lade: 
Pyl. L-ad on, my Friend, lead on 


Let us bear off Hermione { No Toil, 
No Danger can deter a Friend ; — Lead on! 
w up the Greeks : Summon your num rous 'T'ra'n, 
The Ships are ready, and the Wind fits fair: 
There Eaſtward lies the Sea ; the rulling Waves 
Break on thoſe Palace-ſtairs. I know each Paſs, 
5 — thor aka wr 

is very Night we'll carry her on . 

Oreft. — N too good! I treſpaſs on thy 

Friendſhip: 

But, oh excuſe a Wretch, whom ro Man p'ties, 


—_— thyſelf ; one jt about to loſe 
The Treaſure of his Soul: Waom all M.nkind 
Confpire to hate, and one who hates himfe lf. 
Wohen will my Friendſhip be of uſe to te? 
{ The Queſtion is unkind. - But now remember 

To your Counſels cloſe, and hide your Thoughts ; 
Let not Hermione ſuſpect No more 
I ſee her coming, &. r 

Oreft. Away, my Friend; 
I am adviſed; my All depends upon it. 


SCENE. II. 


Oreſtes, Hermione, and Clcone. 


Oreft. Madam, your Orders are obey d; I have feen 
Pyrrbus, my Rival ; and have gained bim for you. 
The King reſolves to wed you. 

Her. 'S I am told; | 
And f.rther, I am irform'd, that you, Oreftes, 

Are to diſpoſe me for the intended Marriage. 

Oreft. And are you, Madam, willing to com ly ? 

Her, Could I imagine Pyrrhas loved me till ? 
After fo long Delays, who would have thought 
His hidden Fl:mcs would ſhew themſelves at laſt, 
And kindle in his Breait, when mire expired? 

I can ſuppoſe, with you, he feats the Greek: ; 


Tha; 
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That it is Intereſt, and not Love, directs him; 
And, that my Eyes had greater Power o'er you. 

Oreff. No, Princeſs, no! It is too plain be loves you, 
Your Eyce do what _—— and cannot fail 
by” ax 5 you wiſh they ſhould. 

. What can I do, alas— my Faith is promiſed : 

Can I refuſe what is not mine to give ? 
A Princeſs is not at her Choice to love; 
All we have left us is a blind Obedience : 
And yet, you ſee, how far I had complied, 
And made my Duty yield to your Intreaties. 

Orot. Ab, cruel Maid! you knew — but I have done. 
A'l have a Right to pleaſe themſelves in Love : 
I blame you not: Tis true, I hop'd ; — But you 
Are Miſtreſs of your Heart: And I am content. 
"Tis Fortune is mine Enemy; not you. 
But, Madam, I ſhall ſpare you farther Pain 
Oa this uneaſy Theme; and take my Leave, 


SC 5 MN 3 ML 
Hermione and Cleone. 
Lone, could'ſt thou think he'd be fo calm 
b his filent Grief fits heavy on him 
is to be pitied : His too eager Love 
His Threats have wrought this Change of Mind in 


Her, Do thou think Pyrrhus of Fear ? 
r? The Greek; ? 


Whom ſhould the intrepid bus 
id he not lead their harr:fled Troops to Conqueſt, 
they retired from Troy, 


When they deſpaired; when 
And ſought for ihelter in their burning Fleets ? 
Did he rot then ſupply his Father's Place : 
No! my Chune, he is above Conſtraint : 
He acts unlorced; and where he weds, he loves. 
Cleo. Oa, that Orefles had remain'd in Greece / 
I fear To morrow will prove fatal to him. 
Her. Wilt thou diſcourſe of nothing but Ore/e: ? 
Pyrrhus is mine again ? — Is mine fer ever! 


Oh wy Cleme! 1 am wild with joy! 


Pyr: has 
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Pyrrhbus, the Bold! the Brave! the Godlike Pyrrbus / 

——— Ob, I coud tell thee numberleſs Exploits, 

Ard tire thee with his Battles ! —— Ob, Clone ——- 
Cho. Madam, conceal your Joy — I ſee Andromache : 

She weeps, and comes to ſpeak her Sorrows to you. 
Hey. I would indulge the Gladneſs of my Heart! 

Let us retire: Her Grief is out of Szaſon. 


SS C E N. EL V. 
Andromache, Hermione, Cleone, ard Cephiſa. 
Ad. Ab, Madam! whither, whither do you fly ? 
Where can your Eyes behold a Sight more pleaſing, 
Than He&eor's Widow ſuppliant and in Tears? 
I come not an alarmed, a jealous Foe, 


ught me Love; which my fond Heart 
Shall ever cheriſh; till we meet in Drath. 
But, Oh, I have a Son ! — And you, one Day, 
Will be no Stra to a Mother's Fondneſs : 
But Heav'n forbid, that you ſhould ever know 
A Mother's Sorrow for an only Son. 
Her Joy, her Bliſs, her laſt ſurviving Comfort ! 
When every Hour ſhe trembles for his Lif ! 
Your Power o'er Pyrrhus may relieve my Fears. 
Alas, what Danger is there in a Child, 
Saved from the Wreck of a whole ruined Empire? 
Let me go hide him in ſome Deſert Iſle : 
You may rely upon my tender Care, 
To keep him far from Perils of Ambition : 
All, he can learn of me, will be to weep ! 

Her. M .dam, tis eaſy to conceive your Grief : 
But, it would ill become me, to i-l:cit 
In Cor.tradiflion to my Father's Will: 
"Tis he who urges to deſtroy your Son. 
Madam, if Pyrrbus muſt be wrought to Pity, 
No Woman does it better than yourſelf ; 
If you gain him, I ſhill comply of coſe. 


SCENE 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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SCENE V. 


Andromache, 2 Cephiſa. 
| 1 
Youth and Proſperity have made her vain ; 
She has not ſeen the fickle Turns of Life. 
Cepb. Midam, were I as you, I'd take her Counſels; 
I'd ſpeak my own Diftreſs : one Look from you 
Will vanquith Purrbus, and confound the Greeks ——— 
Sec, where he comes —=L3y hold on this Occafiva. 


SC EE NA. VL 


Pyrrhus, Andromache, Phenix, and Cephiſa. 
Pyr. Where is the Princeſs ? ———— Did you not in- 


form me 
[To Pi.cenix. 
URGE of Power my Eyes h 
on him ! _ Ln Cephiſa. 
Pyr. What ſays ſhe, Pharnix ? 


Andy. I have no hope left ! 
Phan. Let us be gone: ——— Hermione expects you. 
cm Hcav'n's fake, Madam, break this ſullen 


Andr. My Child's already promiſed ! ——— 
But not given. 
ng <6 no! — my Tears are vain! His Doom is 
xt! 
. Sce, if ſhe deigns to caſt one Look us ! 
Pe Wea! * 
Andy. I provoke him by my Preſence. 
Let us retire. 
Pyr. Come, let us fatisfy 
The Greeks ; and give them up this Phrygian Boy. 
Andr. rk recall Words —— That have 


you ſaid 
If you give up my Son. Oh give up me 
You, who ſo mary times have ſworn me Frieucft'p : 


OL 
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Oh Heav'ns !-— will you not look with Pity on me? 
Is there no Hope? Is there no Room for Pardon ? 
Pyr. Phoenix, will anfwer you : My Word is paſt. 
Andr. You, who would brave ſo many Dangers for 
Pyr. I was your Lover then: Inow amfree. me. 
To favour you, I might have ſpared his Life : 
But you would ne'er vouchſafe to ask it of me. 
Now 'tis too late. 
Andy. Ah, Sir, you underſtood 
My Tears, my Withes, which I durſt not utter, 
Aflaid of a Repulſe. Oh, Sir, excuſe 
The Pride of Royal Blood, that checks my Soul, 
And knows not how to be importunate. 
You know, alas ! I was not born to kneel, 
To ſue for Pity, and to own a Mafter. 
Pyr. No! in your Heart you curſe me! you diſdain 
My generous Flame, and ſcorn to be obliged ! 
This very Son, this Darling of your Soul, 
Would be leſs dear, did I preferve him for you. 
Your Anger, your Averfion fall on me; 
You hate me more than the whole League of Greece: 
But I ſhall leave you to your great Reſentments. 
Let us go, Phoemx, and appeaſe the Greeks. 
Andr. Then let me die! and let me go to Hector. 
Cz2ph, But Madam 
Andr. What can I do more? The Tyrant 
Sees oy I, and inſults my Tears. { To Ceph. 
—— - Bchold how low you have reduced a Queen! 
Theſe Eyes have ſeen my Country laid in 5 
My Kindred fall in War ; my Father flain ; 
My Husband dragged in his own Blood; my Son | 
Condemned to Bondage, and myſelf a Slave; 
Yer, in the midft of theſe unheard of Woes, 
'Twas ſome Relief to find myſelf your Captive ; 
And that my Son, derived-from ancient Kings, 
Since he muſt ſerve, had Pjrrbus for his Mafter. 
When Priam kneel d, the great Achilles wept : | 
J hoped I ſhould not find his Son leſs noble: * | 
I thought the Brave were ſtill the moſt compaſſionate 
Oh, do not, Sir, divide me from my Child ! — 
Ii he muſt dic 


ES Pyr. 


38 The Diſtreſt Mother. 
Pyr. Phoenix, withdraw a while. 


SCENE VII. 


Pyrrhus and Andromachc. 
Pyr. Riſe, Madam--- Yet you may preſerve your 
I find, whenever I provoke your Tears, Son. 
I furniſh you with Arms againft myſelf, 
I thought my Hatred fixt, — I ſaw you. 


Oh, turn your Eyes upon me, while I ſpeak! 

And ſee, if you diſcover in my Looks 

An Judge, or an obdurate Foe. 

Why will you force me to deſert your Cauſe? 

In your Son's Name I beg we may be Friends; 

Let me entreat you to ſecure his Life! 

Muſt I turn Suppliant for him? Think, Oh think, 

"Tis the laſt Time, you both may yet be happy | 
I know the Ties I break; the Foes | arm : Wo 
I wrong Hermione ; I ſend her hence; 

And with her Diadem I bind your Brows. 

Confider well ; for 'tis of Moment to you ! 

Chooſe to be wretched, Madam, or a Queen. , 
My Soul, confum'd with a whole Year's Defpair, | 
Can bear no longer theſe perplexing Doubts, , 
Enough of Sighs and Tears, and Threats Ive iry'd, 

I know, if I'm deprived of you, I die: 

But Oh, I die, if I wait longer for you 

I leave you to your Thoughts. When | return, 

We'll to the Temple : There you'll find your Son ; 

And there be crown'd, or give hun up for cver. 


SCENE vin. 
Andromache and Cephiſa. 
Ceph. Frold you, Madam, that, in ſpite of Greece, 
You-wonld o'er-rule the Malice of your Fortune. 
Andy. Alas! Ceptiſa, what have I obtain'd ! 
Only a poor, ſhort Reſpite for my Son. 
CN ou have enough approv'd your Faith toH:&or; 
To be reluctant ſtill would be a Crime. 
It wov'd hunfelf perfuade you to comply. ” 
| dy. 
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And. How !----would thou give me Pyrrbu for a 
Husband? 
Cezh. Think you 'twill pleaſe the Ghoſt of your 
dead Husband, 
That you ſhould facrifice his Son? Confider, 
Pyrrkus once more invites you to a Throne; 
Turns all his Power againſt the Foes of Troy ; 
Remembers not Achilles was his Father ; 
Ret racts his Conqueſt, and forgets his Hatred. 
Aud. But how can I forget it! How can 1 
Forget my He&er treated with Diſhonour ; 
Deprived of Funcral Rites ; and vilely dragged, 
A bloody Coarfe, about the Walls of Trey! 
Can I forget the good old King his Father, 
Slain in my Prefence ; at the Altar ſlain! 
Which vainly, for Protection, he embraced. 
Haſt thou forgot that dreadful Night, Cepbiſæ, 
When a whole People fell! Methinks I fee 
Pyrrhu; enraged and breathing Vengeance, enter 
Amidſt the Glare of burning Palaces: 
I ſee him hew his paſſage through my Brothers; 
And, bathed in Blood, lay all my Kindred waſte. 
Think, in this Scene of Horror, what I ſuffer'd 
This is the Courtthip I receiv'd from ; 
And this the Husband thou would'ft give me! No, 
We both will periſh firit ! FI uc'er conſent. 
Cerb. Since you refolve Myanax ſhall die, 
Haſte to the Temple, bid your Son farewel. 
Why do you tremble, Madam? 
Andr, O CepHhijn ! 
Thon haft awakened all the Mother in me. 
How can | bid farewel to the dear Child, ; 
The Pledge, the Image of my much-lov'd Lord“ 
Alas, I call to mind the fatal Day, 
When his too forward Courage led him forth 
Jo ſeek Achilles, 
Ceph. Oh, the unhappy Hour 
'Twas then Troy fell, and all her Gods forſook her. 
Aar. That Morn, Cp4i/a, that ill-fated Morn, 
My Husband bid thee bring Hfyanex ; 
He took him in his Arms; and, as I wept, 
My Wife, my dear MO ſaid he, 
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(Heav- 
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Heaving with ſtifled Sighs to fee me weep) 

hat Fortune may attend my Arms, the Gods 
Alone can tell. To thee I give the Boy; 

Preſerve him as the Token of our Loves; 
If I ſhould fall, let him not miſs his Sire 
While thou ſurviveſt; but by thy tender Care 
Let the Son ſee, that thou didſt love his Father. 

Cepb. And will you throw away a Life ſo precious? 
At once extirpate all the Trajan Line? 

Andr. Inhuman King What has he done to ſuffer ? 
If I negleR your Vous, is he to blame ? 

Has he reproach'd you with his flaughter'd Kindred ! 
Can he reſent thoſe 111; be does not know? —— 
But Oh! while I deliberate he dies. 

No, no, thou muſt not die, while I can ſave thec : 
Oh ! let me find out Ph Oh Cephiſa ! 

Do thou go find him. 

Ceph. What muſt I fay to him? 

Aar. Tell him I love my Son to ſuch Exceſs — 
But doſt thou think he means the Child thall dic ? 
Can Love rejected turn to ſo much Rage? 

Czph. Madam, he'll foon be here —— Refolve cn 

ſomething. 

Andr. Well then, aſſure him — 

Cepb. Madam, of your Love:? 

Andy. Alas, thou know'it that is not in my Power, 
O my dead Lord! Oh Priam's Royal Houſe ! 

Oh my Aftyanax ! at what a Price 
'Thy Mother buys thee ! — Let us go. 

Ceph. But whither ? 

And what docs your unſettled Heart reſolve ? 

Andy. Come, my Cerbija, let us go together, 

To the ſad Monument, which I have raid 
To Higur's Shade; where in their ſacred Urn 
The Aſhes of my Hero lie inclos'd, 

The dear Remains, which I have ſav'd from Trey; 
There let me weep, there fummon to my Aid, 
With pious Rites, my He#or's awful Shade ; 
Let him be witneſs to my Doubts, my Fears : 
My agonizing Heart, my flowing Tears : 

Ch! may he rife in Pity from his Tomb, 

And fix his wretched Son's uncertain Doom. 
The Ex D of the third ACT. 
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ACT V- SCHNED L 


Andromache, Cephiſa. 
CEPHISA, 


LEST be the Tomb of Hector, that infpires 
Theſe pious Thoughts : Or is He&or's Self, 
That prompts you to preſerve 2 Son! Tis he 
Who ſtill prefides o'er ruin'd Trey; tis he, 
Who urges Pyryhus to reſtore Aſhanax. 
Andr, Pyrrbus has ſaid he will; and thou haſt heard 
him 

Juſt now renew the oft-repeated Promiſe. 

Ceph. Already, in the Tranſports of his Heart, 
He gives you up his Kingdom, his Allies, 

And thinks himſelf o'erpaid for all in you. 

Andr. I think I may rely upon his Promiſe : 
And yet my Heart is over-charg'd with Grief. 

Cepb. Why ſhould you grieve? You ſee he bidsDe- 
To all the Greeks ; and, to protect your Son [| fiance 
Againſt their Rage, has plac'd his Guards about him; 
Leaving himſelf defenceleſs for his Sake: | 
Put, Madam, think the Coronation Pomp 
VM ill ſoon demand your Preſence in the Temple: 
lis Time you lay aſide theſe Monrning Weeds. 

Any, | will be there; but firſt would fee my Son. 

(ep. Madam, you need not now be anxious for 
He will be always with yon, all your own, him, 
To laviſh the whole Mother's Fondnefs on him. 
What a Delight to train beneath your Eye, 

A Son, who grows no longer up in Bondage ; 

A Son, in whom a Race of Kings revives ? 

But, Madam, you are fad, and wrapt in Thought, 
As if yen relith'd not your Happineſs. 

Andr. Oh, I mutt fee my Son once more, Cephiſe / 

Cepb. Madam, he now will be no more a Captive ; 
Your Vitits may be trequent as you pleaſe. 
To-morrow you may pats the live-long Day — 

Andr To-morrow | Oh Ceptijſa /— But, no more! 
Cepbiſa, I have always m_ thee faithful : 4 
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A Load of Care weighs down my drooping Heart. 
Cepb. Oh! that twere poſſible for me to eaſe you. 
Ar. I ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy long try'd Faith.-- 

Mean while I do conjure thee, my Coptiſa, 

Thou take no notice of my preſent Trouble : 

And, when I ſhall diſcloſe my fecret Purpoſe, 

That thou be punctual to perform my Will. 

Cb. Madam, I have no Will but yours. My Life 

I nothing, balanced with my love to you. 

Andy. I thank thee, Cephiſa, my Aflyanax 
Will recompenſe thy Friendſhip to his Mother. 
But, come; my Heart's at Eaſe : Aſſiſt me now 
To change this fable Habit.---Yonder comes 
Hermione ; | would not meet her Rage. 


SCEMNSE U. 
Hermione, Cleone. | 
Ceo, This unexpected Silence, this Reſerve, | 
This cutward Calm, this ſettled Frame of Mind, 
After ſuch Wrongs and Inſults, much ſurpriſe me 
You, who before could not command your Rage, 
When Hyrröus look d but kindly on his ive; 
How can you bear unmov'd, that he ſhould wed her, 
And ſeat ker on a throne which you ſhould fill? 
I fear this dreadful Stillneſs in your Soul | 
"T were better, Madam | 
Her. Have you call'd Orefees ? 
Cho, Madam, I have, His Love is too impatient, 
Kat to obey with Speed the welcome Summons, 
His love-fick Heart o'erlooks his unkind Uſage : 
His Ardour's ſtill the ſame------Madam, he's here. 


SCENE III. f 
Oreftes, Hermione, Cleone. 
Oreft. Ah, Madam, is it true? does then Orefes | 
At jength attend you by your own Commands ? 
Wh at can I do--- 
Her. Oreftes, do you love me? 
Oreft. What means that Queſtion, Princefs ? Dol 
love you ? 
My Oaths, my Perjuries, my Hopes, my Fears, 
My Farewel, my Return, all ſpeak my Love. 
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Her. Avenge my Wrongs, and I believe them all. 
Oref#, It thall be done -----my Soul has catch'd the 
Alarm, 
We'll ſpirit up the Greeks --- Fil lead them on: | 
Your Cauſe ſhall animate our Fleets and Armies, | 
Let us return: let us not loſe a Moment, 
But urge the Fate of this devoted Land : 
Let us depart. 
Her, No, Prince, let us ftay here ! 
I will have Vengeance here------I will not carry 
This Load of Infamy to Greece, nor truſt | 
The Chance of War to vindicate my Wrongs. | 
Ere I depart I'll make Ezirws mourn. | 
If you avenge me, let it be this Inſtant ; 
My Rage brooks no Delay----haſte to the Temple, 
Haſte, Prince, and facrifice him. 
Oreſt. Whom ! | 
Her, Why Pyrrbus. | 
Oreſt. Pyrrhus ! Did you fay, Pyrrbus ! 
Her. You demur ! 
Oh fly, be give me not Time to think 
Talk not SL tramples on all Laws --- 
Let me not hear him juſtify'd---away. 
Oref, You cannot think III juſtify my Rival. 
Madam, your Love has made him criminal. 
You ſhall have Vengeance; F]l have Vengeance too: 
But let cur Hatred be proteſt and open: 
Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a War; 
Let us attack him in hisStrength, and hunt him down 
By Conqueft : Should I turn a baſe Aſſaſſin, 
"T would ſully all the Kings I repreſent. 
Her, Have not I been dithonour'd! ſet at nonght ? 
Expos'd to public Scorn ?---And will you ſuffer 
The Tvrant, who dares uſe me thus, to live? 
Know, Prince, I hate him more than once I lov'd him. 
The Gods alone can tell how once I loved him; 
Yes, the falſe perjur'd Man, I once did love him ; 
And ſpite of all his Crimes and broken Vows, 
It he ſhould live, I may relapſe---who knows 
But I to-morrow may forgive his Wrongs ? 
Oreſl, Firſt let me tear him piece-meal--ke ſhall dic. 
But, Madam, give me Leiſure to contrive 
C 4 The 
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The Place, the Time, the Manncr of his Death ; 
Yet I'm a Stranger in the Court of Pyrrbus ; 
Scarce have I ſet my Foot within Epirus, 
When you enjoin me to deftroy the Prince. 
It ſhall be done this very Night. 

Hey. But now, 
This very Hour he weds Audromache; 
The Temple ſhines with Pomp ; the Golden Throne 
Is now prepar d; the joyful Rites begin; 
My Shame is publick — Oh be ſpeedy, Prince 
My Wrath's impatient — Eyrrbas lives too long 
Intent on Love, and heedleſs of his Perſon, 
He covers with his Guards the Trojan Boy. 
Now is the Time; aſſemble all your Greeks ; 
Mine thall aſſiſt them; let their Fury looſe : 
Already they regard him as a Foe. 
Begone, Orefes — kill the faithleſs Tyrant: 
My Love ſhall recompence the glorious Deed. 

Oreff, Conſider, Madam — 

Her, You but mock my Rage ! 

I was contriving how to make you happy. 
Think you to merit by your idle Sighs ; 

And not atteſt your Love by one brave Action? 
Go, with your boaſted Conſtancy ! and leave 
Hermione to execute her own Revenge 

I bluſh to think how my too enſy Faith 

Has twice been l affled in one ſuameſul Hour 

Ort. Hear me but ſpezk | — you know Ill die fo 

ferve you! 

Her. Tl go myſeli: Ill ſtab lum at the Altar; 
Then drive the Poniard, reeking with his Blood, 
Through my own Heart. In Death we thall unite - 
Better to die with him, than live with you : | 

Orot. That were to make hun bleſt; and me more 

wretched : 
Madam, he dies by me : Have you a Foc, 
And ſhall I let him live ? My Rival too ? 
Fre yon Meridian Sun declines, he dies: 
And you ſhall fay, that I deſerve your Love. : 

Her. Go, Prince; ſtrike home! and leave the rei 

to me, p 
Let all yourShipsftand ready for our Flight. SCENE 
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Hermione, Cleone. 
Cleo, Madam, you'll perith in this bold Attempt. 
Her. Give me my Vengeance, I'm content to periſh. 
I was to blame to truft it with another : | 
In my own Hands it had been more ſecure. 
Oreftes hates not Pyrrhus, as I hate him: 
I thould have thruſt the Dagger home; have ſeen 
The Tyrant curfe me with his parting Breath, 
And roll about his dying Eyes, in vain, 
To find Ardremache, whom I would hide. 
Oh, would Orefes, when he gives the Blow, 
Tell him he dies my Victim! —Haſte, Cane; 
Charge him to fry, Hermine's Reſentments, | 
Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc'd him to Death. 
Haſte, my Cane] My Revenge is loft, 
If Pyrrbus knows not that he dies by me 
Cleo. I ſhall obey your Orders But I ſee 
The King approach! — Who could expect him here 
Her. O fly | Clone, fly! and bid Orefles 
Not to proceed a Step before | fee him. 
WW» I 2% 3 
Hermione, Pyrrhus. 
Pyr. Madam, I ought to ſhun an injur'd Princeſs ; 
Your diſtant Looks reproach me : and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow my Guilt. 
Pyrrbus will ne'er approve his own Injuftice ; 
Nor form Excuſes, while his Heart condemns him. 
I might perhaps alledge, our warlike Sires, 
Unknown to us, engaged us to each other ; 
And join d our Hearts by Contract, not by Love; 
But I deteft ſuch Cobweb Arts, I own 
My Father's Treaty, and allow its Force. 
I fent Ambaſſadors to call you hither ; 
Receiv'd you as my Queen; and hoped my Oatlis 
So oft renew'd, might ripen into Love. 
The Gods can witneſs, Madam, how I fought 
Againſt mache s too fatal Charms 
rr 17 3: 54 
This Trajan Beauty, juſt to ou. 
Cs : Diſcharge 
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Diſcharge yonr Anger on this perjur'd Man ! 
For I abhor my Crime ! and ſhould be pleas'd 
To hear yon ſpeak your Wrongs alond: No Terms, 
No Bitterneſs of Wrath, nor keen Reproach, 
Will equal half the Upbraidings of my Heart. 

Hey. I find, Sir, you can be fincere : You ſcorn 
To act your Crimes with Fear, like other Men. 
A Hero ſhould be bold: Above all Laws; 
Be bravely falſe ; and _ at ſolemn Ties. 
To be perfidious ſhews a daring Mind 
And you have nobly triumph'd o'er a Maid ! 
To court me; to reject me; to return; 
Then to forſake me for a Phrygiaz Slave: 
To lay proud Trey in Aſhes ; then to raiſe 
The So of Hefor, and renounce the Greeks, 
Are Actions worthy the great Soul of Fyrrlas. 

Hr. Madam, go on: Give your Reſentments Birth; 
And pour forth all your Indiznation on me. 

Her. Twould pleaſe your Queen, ſhould I upbraid 

your Falſhood; 

Call you prefidious, Traitor, all the Names 
That injured Virgius laviſh on your Sex ; 
I ſhould o'erflow with Tears, and die with Grief, 
And furniſh out a Tale to ſoothe her Pride; 
But, Sir, I would not over-charge her Joys. | 
If you wonld charm Azdremache, recount 
Your bloody Battles, your Exploits, your Slaughters, 
Your great Atchievements in her Father's Palace. 
She needs muſt love the Man, who fought ſo bravely, 
And in her Sight flew Half her Royal Kindred. 

Hr. With I look back on 
I punith'd Helen's Wrongs ; 
Too much of Blood : But, Madam, Helen's Daughter | 
Should not object thoſe Ills the Mother cauſed. | 
However, I am pleaſed to find you hate me: 
J was too forward to accuſe myſelf : 
The Man who neer was loved, can ne'er be falſe. 
Obedience to a Father brought you hither ; 
And I ſtood bound by P to receive you: 
But our Defires were different Ways inclined ; 
And you, I own, were not ed to love me. 
. Have I not loved you then! perfidious Man ! 
For you I flighted all the Greciaz Princes; For 
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Forſouk my Father's Houſe ; conceal'd my Wrongs, 
When moſt provoked : would not return to Sparta. 
In hopes that Time might fix your wavering Heart. 
I loved you when inconftant : and even now, 
Inhumane King, that you pronounce my Death, 

My Heart ſtill doubts, it 1 ſhould love, or hate you; 
Put, Oh, fince you reſolve to wed another, 

Defer your cruel Purpoſe till To- morrow 

That I may not be here to grace her Triumph : 
This is the laſt Requeſt I cer ſhall make you, 

See if the barbarous Prince vouchſates an Anſwer! 
Go, then, to the loved Phrygian ; hence ! be gone ! 
And bear to her thoſe Vows, that once were mine : 
Go in Defiance to the avenging Gods 

Be gone ! the Prieft expects you at the Altar--- 
But, Tyrant, have a Care I come not thither. 


S C-& NE VL 
Pyrrhus, Phcenix. 
Phoe. Sir, did you mind her Threats? your Life's 
in Danger : 

There is no trifling with a Woman's Rage. 
The Greets that ſwarm about the Court, all hate you; 
Will treat you as their Country's Enemy, 
And join in her Revenge: Beſides, Orefes. 
Still loves her to Dift@attion : Sir, I 

Hr. How Phoenix, ſhould I fear a Woman's Threa: 
A nobler Paſſion takes up all my Thought: 
| muſt prepare to meet Au mache. 
Do thou place all my Guards about her Son : 
If he be ſafe, Pyrrhus is free from Fear. 


SC: 0 © --vW. 
Phenix, alone. 
Oh, Pzrr:«s ! ah what Pity tis, the Gods, 
Who fill d thy Soul with every kingly Virtue, 
orm' d thee for Empire and confummate Greatneſs, 

Should leave thee fo expoſed to wild Defires, 

That hurry thee Bounds of Reaſon ! 
Such was Achilles ; fierce, and brave : 


the 
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Open, and undefigning : But impatient, 
Undiſciplin'd, and not to be controul'd, 

I fear this Whirl of Paſſion, this Career, 

That over-bears Reflexion and cool Thonght 

I tremble for the Event ! --- But ſee, the Queen, 
Magnificent in royal Pride, appears. 

I muſt obey, and guard her Son from Danger. 


. 


Andromache, Cephiſa. 


Ceph, Madam, once more you look and move 
a Queen ! 

Your Sorrows are difperſed, your Charms revive, 
And every faded Beauty blooms anew. 
Adr. Yet all is not as I could with, Cephi/a, 

Ceph. You fee the King is watchful o'er your Son; 
Decks him with princely Robes, with Guards fur- 

rounds him. 
Ahanax begins to reign already. 

Andr- Pyrrbus is nobly minded: and I ſain 
Would live to thank him tor 4franex : 
*Tis a vain Thought However, fince my Child 
Has ſuch a Freind, I ought not to repinc. 

Cepb. Theſe dark unfoldingsof your Soul perplex me. 
What meant thoſe Floods of Tears, thoſe warm Um- 
As if you bid your Son Adicu for ever: [braces, 
For Heav'n's Sake, Madam let me know your Gries 
If you diftrutt my Faith --- 

Anrtr. That were to wrong thee. 
Oh, my Cezphi/e ! This gay, borrowed Air, 
This Blaze of Jewel, and this bridal Drefs, 
Are but Mock-trappings to conceal my Woe : 
Mr Heart ſtill mourns ; I till am He&er's Widow. 
Ceph. Will yon then break the Promiſe giv'n to Hr- 
Blow up his rage afreſh, and blaſt your hopes? [(r 

Andr. It honght Cepbiſa, thou hadſt known thy Miſtreſs. 
Could'ft thou believe I would be falſe to He&op ? 
Fall off from ſuch a Huſband ! Break his Reſt, 

And call him to this hated Light again, 
To fec Andromache in P;yrbus Arms! 


Would He&er, were ke liyjz2g, and I dead, 


Forget 
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Forget Au lromache, and wed her Foe ? 
Ceph. I cannot gueſs what Drift your Thoughts pur- 
But, Oh, I fear there's ſomething dreadful in it ! [ſue 
Muſt then 4/tyanax be doomed to die; 
And you to linger out a Life in Bondage ? 
Andy. Nor this, nor that, Cephi/a, will I bear ; 
My Word is paſt to Fyrrbus, his to me; 
And I rely vpon his promis d Faith. 
Unequal as he is, I know him well : 
P;rrhus is violent; but he is fincere, 
And will perform beyond what he has ſworn. 
The Greeks will but incenſe him more ; their Rage 
Will make him cherith H-&or's Son. 
Cepb. Ah, Madam! 
Explain theſe Riddles to my boding Heart 
Andr. Thou may'ft remember, for thou oft haſt heard 
Relate the dreadful Vition, which I ſaw, [me, 
When firſt I landed Captive in Firm. 
That very Night, as in a Dream I lay, 
A ghaſtly Figure full of gaping Wounds, 
His Eyes a glare, his Hair all ſtiff with Blood, 
Full in my Sight thrice thook his Head and groan'd. 
I ſoon diſcern'd my flaughter'd H s Shade; 
But, Oh, how changed! Ye Gods, how much unlike 
The living Hee! --- Loud he bid me fly! 
Fly from Achilles Son ! then fternly frown'd, 
And diſappear'd: Struck with the dreadtul Sound, 
| ffarted and awak'd. 
Cepb. But did he bid you 
Deftroy 4ftyanax ? 
And, Cephiſa, I'll preferve him; 
With my own Life, Cephi/a, I'll preſerve him. 
Cetb. What may theſe words, ſo full of horror, mean? 
Ai. Know then the ſecret Purpoſe of my Soul: 
Andromache will not be falſe to Pyrr bus; 
Nor violate her ſacred Love to Heer. 
This Hour I'll meet the King; the holy Prieſt 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual Vows. 
This will ſecure a Father to my Child. 
That done, I have no farther uſe for Life: 
This pointed Dagger, this determin'd Hand, 
Shall ſave my Virtue, and conclude my Woes. 


Ceph, 
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Ceph. Ah, Madam Recolle& your ſcatter'd Reaſon 
This fell Defpair ill ſuits your preſent Fortunes. 

Andr. No other Stratagem can ſerve my Purpoſe : 
This is the ſole Expedient, to be juſt 
To Heir, to Aftyenax, to Pyrrbus, 
I foon ſhall vitit Hector, and the Shades 
Of my great Anceſtors.--- Cepbiſa, thou 
Wilt lend a Hand to cloſe thy Miſtreſs Eyes. 

Cepb. Oh, never think, that I will ſtay behind you! 

Au. No, my (lia; I mutt have thee live, 
Remember, thou did'fit promiſe to obey, 
And to be ſecret : Wilt thou now betray me? 
After thy long, thy faithful Service, wilt thou 
Refuſe my laſt Commands, my dying Wiſh ? 
Once more, I do comure thee, live for me 

Cob. Life is not worth my care when you are gone. 

Andr. I muit commit into thy Faithful Hands, 
All that is dear and precious to my Soul : : 
Live and ſupply my Abſence to my Child. 
All that remains of Troy ; a future Progeny 
Of Heroes; and a diftant Line of Kings, 
In him, is all intruſted to thy Care. 

Cepb. Put, Madam, what will be the Rage of Pyrrbu-, 

Defrauded of his promis d Happineſo? 

Andr. That will require thy utmoit Skill: Obſerve 
The fri impetuous Onſets of his Grief : 
Uſe every Artifice to keep him ſtedfaſt. 
Sometimes with Tears thou may'ft diſcourſe of me 
Speak of our Marriage: Let him think | loved him: 
Tell him my Soul repos'd it ſelf on him, | 
When I refign'd my to his Protection. 

Ceph, O — a ſpirit to ſupport my Grict | 
Is there ought more before yon go for ever? 

Andr. Oh, my Cephiſe | my fwollen Heart is full 
I have a thouſand Farewells to my Son : — 
But Tears break in—Grief interrupts my Speeceh— 
My Soul o'erflows in Fondnefs! -— Let him know 
1/3 to fave him :— had mocts die again. 
Seaſon his Mind with early Hints of Glory : 
Make him acquainted with his Anceftors; 
Trace out their ſhining Story in his Thoughts : 
Dwell on the Exploits of his immortal Father: 


The Diſtreſt Mother. 51 

And ſometimes let him hear his Mother's Name. 
Let him reflect upon his Royal Birth 
With modeſt Pride: Pyrrbus will prove a Friend: 
But let him know, he has a Conqueror's Right. 
He muſt be taught to ſtifle his Reſentments, 
And facrifice his Vengeance to his Safety: 
Should he prove headttrong, raſh, or unadviſed, 
He then will fruftrate all his Mother's Virtue, 
Provoke his Fate; and I ſhall die in vain. 

Ceph. Alas, I fear, I never ſhall out- live you! 

Andr. No more: — Thy Tears Cærti a, willbetray me: 
Aſſume a chearful Look: But ſtill remember 

[ Flouriſh within. ] 

Hark, how the Trumpet, with its ſprightly Notes, 
Proclaims the appointed Hour, and calls us hence : 
Hector, I come, once more a Queen, to join thee ! 
Thus the gay Victim, with freth Garlands crown'd, 
Pleas'd with the facred Fife's enliv'ning Sound, 


Through gazing Crowds, in folemn State, proceeds: 
And, dren in tatal Pomp, magnificently bleeds. 


The END of the feurth Ac. 


ACT V. SCENE L 
Hermione a:one. 


WHAT have 1 done? Where am I? Where i; 
rr 


Ye Gods ! what mean theſe Horrors? Im undone! 
My Soul is on the Rack ! —— I cannot bear i 
Why do I wander like fome guilty Ghoſt ? 

What brought me to this Place? What keeps me here? 
The Court of Fyrrhi has no Room for me . 
Do I ſtill doubt if I thould love or hate him ? 
Hard-hearted Man! how unconcern'd he left me! 
Did he once figh? beſtow one pitying Look ? 
Onaee thed a Tear? or ſpeak one ſoft kind Word? 
Nid he fo much as feign one Moment's Sorrow, 


To 
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To calm my Griefs, and mitigate his Falſhood ? 
— Why am I ftill thus anxious for his Life? 
Why do I ftart at his impending Fate ? 

Shall he then live ; thall the baſe Traitor live 
To laugh at my Diſtreſs? No, let him periſh ! 
Be quick, Oreſes ! — Execute my Orders 
Alas ! my Orders ? Oh, prepoſterous Guilt ! 
Can decree the Death of him I love? 

Was it for this my Soul delighted in him ? 
Was it for this I left my Father's Court ? 
Have I then crofs'd fo many Realms and Seas, 
To murder Pyrrhus ? 


» Co & N: & - 


Hermione, Cleone. 
Her. Oh, Cleone, help me 
V hat have I done? Is Pyrrhas yet alive 
What fay'ft thow-—Anfwer me ! where is the King? 
Cle. Madam, I ſaw the cruel Prince ſet forward, 
Triumphant in his Looks, and full of Joy, 
Still, as he walk'd his raviſh'd Eyes were fixt 
On the fair Captive ; while thro' ſhouting Crowds 
She paſs'd along with a dejected Air, 
And ſcem'd to mourn her Hector to the laſt. 
Her. Inſulting Tyrant! I ſhall burft with Rage ! --- 
But, fay, Cleane, didit thou mark him well? 
Was his Brow ſmooth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some Shade of Grief? Some little Clond of Sorrow ? 
Did he not ſtop ? Did he not once look back? 
Didft thou approach him ? Was he not confounded ? 
Did he not — Oh, be quick, and tell me all ! 
Cleo. Madam, the Tumult of his Joy admits 
No Thought, but Love. Unguarded he march'd on 
2 a promiſcuous Throng of Friends and Foes. 
is Cares all turn 1 . 
Whom he has — — 
Defended by the Strength of all his Guards. 
Her, Enough !---he dies the Traitor Where's 
Oreftes ? 
Cleo, He's in the Temple, with his whole a 
Ll 
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Her. Is he ſtill reſolute? Is he determin'd ? 
Cleo. Madam, I fear — 
Her. How ! — Is Orefees falſe ? 
Does he betray me too ? 
Cleo. A Thouſand Doubts 
Perplex his Soul, and wound him with Remorſe : 
His Virtue and his Love prevail by Turns. 
He told me Pyrrbus ſhould not fall ignobly ; 
 Pyrrhus, the warlike Son of great Achilles, 
e dreads the Cenſure of the Grecian States; 
Of all Mankind ; and fears to ftain his Honour. 
Her. Poor, tim'rous Wretch! tis falſe! he baſely 
To cope with Dangers, and encounter Death: | fears 
'Tis that He fears ?--- Am I bright H.lex's Daughter ? 
To vindicate her Wrongs all Greece confpir'd ; 
For Her confederate Nations fought, and Kings were 
flain ; 
Troy was o erthrown, and a whole Empire fell. 
My Eyes want Force to raiſe a Lover's Arm 
Againſt a Tyrant that has dar'd to wrong me ! 
Cleo. Madam, like Helea, truſt your Cauſe to Greece. 
Hey. No; Ill avenge myſelf, I'll to the Temple; 
I'll overturn the Altar, ſtab the Prieſt : 
In hurl Deſtruction, like a Whirlwind round me 
They muſt not wed ! they muſt not live! they ſhall 
Let me be gone! I have no Time to loſe ! [not ! 
Stand off! hold me not ! I am all Diſtraction ! 
Oh Pyrrtus, Tyrant, Traitor! Thou thalt bleed. 


SCE MEM 


Hermione, Cleone, Oreſtes. 


Oreft. Madam, tis done: Your Orders are obey'd : 
The Tyrant lies expiring at the Altar. 

Her. Is Pyrrbus flain — 

Oreft. Even now he gaſps in Death. 
Our Greeks, all undiſtinguiſſi d in the Crowd, 
Flock'd to the Temple, and difpers'd themſelves 
On every Side the Altar : I was there: 
Pyrrhus obſerv'd me, with a haughty Eye, 
d, proud to triumph over Greece in me, 


From 
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From his own Brows he took the Diadem, 

And bound it on the Temples of his Captive. 
Receive, {aid he, my Crown ; receive my Faith ; 
Mine and my People's Sovereign reign for ever, 
From this bleft Hour, a Father to your Son. 

In fconrge his Foes : Hence forward be he ſtyl'd 
The Trejan King: I ſwear it at the Altar; 

And call the Gods to ratify my Vows. 

His Subjects with loud Acclamations fhook 

The ſpacious Dome ! our Greeks, enrag'd, cry d out 
Revenge ! Revenge ! broke thro' the — 7 Preſs, 


And ruſh'd tumultuous on the unguarded 
Their eager Fury left no Work for me. 
Pyrrhus a while oppos'd their claſhing Swords, 
And dealt his fatal Blows on ev'ry Side, 
With manly Fiercenefs ; till oppreft by Numbers, 
Streaming with Blood, all over gaſh d with Wounds, 
He reel'd, he groan'd, and at the Altar fell. 
Haſte, Madam: let us fly! Hafte to our Ships 
They lie unmoor'd: Our Friends attend us there. 
Her. What have they done ! 
Oreff. Madam, forgive their Rage. 
I own your Vengeance had been more compleat, 
Had Pyrrtus fallen by me ; and had he known, 
Hermioze chaſtis d him by my Arm. 6 
Ker. Peace, Monſter, Peace! - Gotellthy horrid 
To Savages, and howl it out in Deſerts. 1 
MWouldſt thou impute to me thy barb'rous Guilt ? 
Me would: ſt thou make th Accomplice of thy Crimes 
Hence, to thy Greets ! And boaſt thy foul Exploits 
My Soul abhors them ! I diſclaim the Deed 
Be gone! I know thee not! Thou fell Barbarian ! 
What had he done ? What could provoke thy Mad- 
To aſſaſſinate fo great, ſo brave a Man ? {neſs 
Who ſet thee on 
Oref. O, grant me Patience, Heaven 
With your own Lips did you not curſe the Tyrant, 
Prenounce his Death, and urge me to deftroy him ? 
Her. What if, tranſported by my boi Paſhon 
I could not bear to fee him wed another? 
Were you to obey a jealous Woman's Phrenzy ? 
You ſhou!d have div d into my inmoſt Thoughts 5 
Y 
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My Heart, tho' full of Rage, was free from Malice ; 
And all my Anger was Excefs of Love. 
Why did you take me at my Word? You faw 
The Struggles of my Soul; you heard me rave, 
You ſhould have queſtion'd me 2 Theuſand Times ; 
Yet ſtill have doubted, and ſtill queſtion'd on, 
Before you ventur'd on a Lite fo precious. 
Oreff, Hear me but ſpeak :--- Heaven knows, againſt 
my Will 
Her. Why did you not return? Why not conſult me 
A ſecond Time? And, undetermin'd ſtill, 
Again return, and ftill find new Delays? 
What had your raſh offic ious Gree#:, direBlood-hounds 
To do with my Revenge? What drew you hither ? 
To bring on me the vengeful Woes that hannt you ? 
Are theſe the Fruits of your deteſted Love? 
Your fatal Embaſſy, your hateful Preſence 
Drove Pyrrbus to my Rival: and deſtroys 
Both him and me.— He might have lov'd me ſtill, 
Had you ne'er interpos'd. — Avant! Be gone 
And leave me in Bum. — I renounce 
My Friends, my SO N and all Mankind: 
But chiefly I renounce ! Monfter, Thee 


S CEN E V. 


Oreſtes. 


Am Lawake! Where am I ! Soft, my Soul: 
Be not too raſh. —— Was that Hermione? 
Why ſhould her Anger thunder againſt me? 
Was not this Blood ſhed all by her Command ? — 
am indeed a moſt outrageous Monfter ! 
A Rufhan, Murderer, a bafe Aſſaſſin 
And all to pleafe a falſe, ungratefut Woman. 
Henceforward let the Laws of Nations ceaſe ; 
And let the Pale, that fevers Right and Wrong, a 
Things ſacred aud profane, be broken down ; 
Gods in their Temples. Kings upon their Thrones, 
Are not in Safety, while Orefes lives. 
Oh, never more ſhall my torn Mind be heal'd, 
Nor taſte the gentle Comforts of Repoſe 


A 
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A dreadful Band of gloomy Cares ſurround me, 
And lay ftrong Siege to my diſtracted Soul. 


SCENE V. 


Oreſtes, Pylades, attended by Greeks. 


Pl. _ Prince ; let us be gone: 'Tis Death to 
ay. 
Andromache reigns Queen: She gives the Alarm, 
And vows Revenge upon the Foes of Pyrrhus. 
The People arm and muſter in the Streets: 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The Palace Gates, and to ſecure our Flight. 
We mutt be ſpeedy, Sir. 

Ore/t, You may depart, 

My Friends ---- Hermione and I remain. ----- 
Her Cruelty has quite undone me ! -- Go, 
And leave me to myſelf --- LIl find her out. 

Py. Alas, unhappy Princeſs! - She's no more; 
Forget her, Sir, and fave yourſelf with us. 

Oreft, Hermione no more !--- O all ye Powers! 

Py. Full of Diforder, Wildnefs in her Looks, 
With Hands expanded, and diſhevell'd Hair, 
Breathleſs and pale, withShrieks ſhe ſought the Tem- 
In the mid-way the met the Corps of Pyrrbhus; [ ple; 
She ſtartled at the Sight; then, ſtiff with Horror, 
Gaz d frightful! Waken'd from the dire Amaze, 
She rais d her Eyes to Hcav'n with ſuch a Look, 
As ſpoke her Sorrows, and reproach'd the Gods : 
Then plung'd a Poniard deep within her Breaſt, 
And fell on Pyrrbxs, graſping him in Death. 

Orgf. I thank yon Gods, --I never could expect 
To be fo wretched !--- You have been induſtrious 
To finiſh your Decrees ; to make Orefes 
A dreadful Inſtance of your Power to puniſh ; 

I am fingled out to bear the Wrath of Heaven. 

Lou hazard your Retreat by theſe Delays. 
The Guards will ſoon beſet us. Tons Complaints 
Are vain, and may be fatal. 

Oreft. True, my Friend: 

And therefore 'twas I thank'd the bounteous Gods. 
My Fate's accomplith'd.---I ſhall die content. | 
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Oh bear me hence ;---- Blow, Winds !----- 

Py. Let us be gone. 
Oreſt. 7 murder d Lovers wait me Hark, they 
call ! 

Nay, if your Blond ſtill reeks, I'll mingle mine. 

One Tomb will hold us all. 

Py. Alas ! I fear 

His Kavings will return with his Misfortunes. 

Oref#, | am dizzy !--- Clouds Quite loſt in utter 
Darknefs ! 

Guide me, fome friendly Pilot, through the Storm, 

I thiver ! Oh, I freeze !--- So : --- Light returns ; 

'Tis the grey Dawn ----See, Pylades Behold 3 

I am encompaſt with a Sea, of Blood !--- 

The crimſon Billows !---Oh ! my Brain's on Fire 
Py. How is it, Sir ! ---Repoſe yourſelf on me. 
Oreft. Pyrrhus, ſtand off! What uould'ſt thou 

low he glares ! 

What envious Hand has cloſed thy Wounds ?--Have 

at thee, 

It is Hermione that ſtrikes.--- Confuſion ! 

She catches P;-rþrs in her Arms.--- Oh, ſave me! 

How terrible the looks ! ---She knits her Brow |} 

She frowns me Dead: She frights me into Madneſs! 

Where am I? ---- Who are you? 

Py. Alas, poor Prince 1 

Help to ſupport him. ---How he pants for Breath 
Orejt. This is moſt kind, my Pylades---Oh, why, 

Why was I born to give thee cndlefs Trouble ? 

Fy. Ali will go well: He ſettles into Reafon. 
Oreſt. Who talksof Renfon ? Better to have none, 

Then not enough. Run, ſome one, tell my Greeks, 

I will not have them touch the King, ---Now--Now ! 

T blaze again ! --- Sec there---Look where they come 

A Shoal of Furies ---- How they ſwarm about me ! 

My Terror ----- Hide me- Oh their ſnaky Locks 

Hark, towthey hifs! -See, ſee their flaming Brands 

Now they let drive full at me How they grin, 

And ſhake their Iron Whips ! --My Ears! What Yel- 

And ſee Hermione ! -- She fets them on -- [ling ! 

Tiruft not your Scorpions thus into my Boſom | 


Oh! 
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Oh! —T am ftung to Death! — Diſpatch me ſoon! 
There --- Yake my Heart, He-mime ! — Tear it out! 
Di<joint me! — Kill me! — Oh my tortur'd Soul ! — 
Pyl. Kind Heav'n reſtore him to his wonted Calm 
Oſt have I ſeen him rave: But never thus: 
Quite ſpent ! — Aſſiſt me, Friends, to bear him off, 
Our Time is ſhort ; thould his ftrong Rage retuin 
Twould be beyond our Power to force him hence, 
Away, my Friends! — I hear the Portal open. 


. 
Phenix, attende.! by Guards, 


All, all arc fled ' — Orefes is not here! — 
Triumphant Villains! — The baſe, giddy Rabble 
a Hands ſhould all have been employed with 

ire | 
To watte the Fleet, flock'd round the dying Princeſs , 
And, while they ſtand agaze, the Greeks embark. 
Oh, tis too plain! — This Sacrilegious Murder 
Was anthoris'd. --- Th' Ambaſſador's Eſcape 
Declares his Guilt, --- Moft bloody Embaily ! 
Moft unexampled Decd ! Where, where, ye Gods, 
Is Maiefty ſecure, if in your Temples 
Yuu give it no Protection — Sce the Queen, 


. 
Phenix, Andronache, Cephiſi, with ftrenvants, 


Ar. Yes, ye ir human Greets the Time will come 
When you {hail dearly pay your bloody Deeds 
How thould the Trajan hope for Mercy from you, 
When thus you turn vour impious Rage on Pyrrhus ; 
Pyrrbus, the braveſt Man in all your League; 

The Man, whoſe fingle Valour made you triumph. 
Is my Child there ? — 

Cepb. It is the Corps of Pyrrhus. 

The weeping Soldiers bear him on their Shieles, 


Andr. 


= 
— 
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Andy, IIl-fated Prince ! Too negligent of Life ! 
And too unwary of the faithleſs Greets / 
Cut off in the freſh, ripening Prime of Manhood, 
Even in the Pride of Life ; thy Triumphs new, 
And all thy Glories in full Bloſſom round thee ! 
The very Trojans would bewail thy Fatc, 
Cepb. Alas, then will your Sorrows never end 
Andr. Oh, never! never—V\hileT live, my Tear- 
Will never ceaſe; for I was born to griev-. 
Give preſent Orders for the Fun ral Pomp: LT hc, 
Let him be robed in all his Regal State ; 
Place round him every ſhining Mark of Hunnur ;. 
And let the Pile, that confecrates his Athes, 
Riſe like his Fame, and blaze above the Clouds. 


S N -- VO. 


Andromache, Cephiſa, with Atten laute. 


Cepb. That Sound proclaimsth' Arrival of the Prince 
The Guards conduct him from the Citadel. 

Andr, With open Arms Til meet him —-Oh, Cepk;- 
A ſpringing Joy, mixt with a ſoft Concern, 7 
A 7 ay which no Language can expreſs, 
An Ecſtrfy, that Mothers only feel, 
Plays round my Heart, and brightens up my Sorrow, 
Like Gleams of Sun-thine in a louring Sky. 

Though plung'd in Ills, and exercis'd in Cate, 
Yet never let the noble Mind defpair. 
When preſt by Dangers, and beſet with Foes, 
The Gods their timely Succour interpoſe ; 
And, when our Virtue finks, o'erwhelm'd with Griet, 
By unforeſeen Expedients bring Relief. 


* 


EP I- 


S FF 14 0 @ UV 23 
Written by Mr. Budgell of the Inner-Temple, 


Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 

Hope you'll oxon, that with becoming art, 
I Tove play d my gams, and topp d the widows part. 
My ſpouſe, poor man, could not live out the play, 
But dy'd commodioufly on wedding-day. 
While I, his relict, made at one boll fling 
Myſelf a princeſs, and young Sty a king. 

Tou, ladies, wvho protract a lover's pain, 
And hear your ſervants figh whole years in vain ; 
Which of you all would not on marriage venture, 
Might ſbe ſo ſoon upon her jointure enter? 

Nat a firange ſcape | kad Pyrrhus iv till nov, 
I had been finely hamper'd in my voc. 
To die by one's own hand, and fly the charms 
Of love and life in a young monarch”s arms | 
"Ta were an hard fate ---- ere I had undergone it 
I might bave took one night ----- to think upon it. 

But why, you'll ſay, was all this grief exp reft 
Far a firſt husband, laid long ſince at re? 
Why fo much colnefs to my kind protector 
ladies! had you known the good man Hector! 
Homer vill tell you (or I'm mis-inform'd) 
That, when enrag'd, the Grecian camp he florm'd, 


T0 break the ten fold barriers of the gate, 


Me threw a flone of ſuch prodigious weight, 

As no two men could lift, not even of thoſe, 

Who in that age tbund ring mortals roſe : 

»-- It wou'd have ſprain'd a dozen medern beaux. 
AA length honwe'er Ilaid my weeds aſide, 

And ſunk the widow in the wwell-dr ef; d bride, 

In you it till remains to grace the play, 

And bleſs with joy my coronation day; 

Tale then, ye circles of the brave and fair, 

25% fatherleſs and ⁊vi.loæo to youy cave. 
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UNHAPPY FAVOURITE; 


OR, THE 


EAR L of ESSEX. 


A 


TRAGEDY. 


Written by Joun Banxs, Author of the Innocent 
Uſurper ; or, The Lady Fane Gray. 


qui nimios optabat honores, 

Et nimias poſcebat opes, numeroſa parabat 

Excelſæ turris tabulata, unde altior eſſet 

Caſus, & impulſe preceps immane ruine. Juv. Sat. 10. 


— 


LOND O N: 


Printed for C. Hiren and L. Hawes, T. Loncuas, 
S. Cowon and Co. T. Lownps, H. WoopGaTs 
and S. Bxookes, and M. and C. CerztrrT. 


M DCCLX. 


To the moſt High and moſt Illuſtrious 


PRINCESS, 


THE 


Lady ANN E, 


Daughter to his Royal Highneſs, 


MADAM, 

FS Humbly lay before your High- 

i neſs's Feet an unhappy Favou- 
a N 


rite, but 'tis in your power to 
make him no longer ſo: Not 
his Queen's Kepentance, nor 


her Tears chuld reſcue him from the Ma- 
lice of his Enemies, nor from the Violence 
of a moſt unfortunate Death; but your 
Highneſs, with this unſpeakable Favour, 
and io divine a Condeſcenſion in protecting 

A 2 this 


The Dedication. 


this once-pitied Hero, will make him live 
eternally ; and thoſe who cou'd ſcarce be- 
hold him on the Stage without weeping, 
when they ſhall ſee him thus exalted, will 
all turn envious of his Fortune, which they 
can never think deplorable, while he is 
grac'd by your Highneſs. For my own part, 
I tremble to expreſs my Thanks in ſo mean 
a Language, but much more when I would 
pay my Trivute of juſt Praifes to your High- 
neſs; *tis not to be attempted by any Pen, 
Heaven has done it to a Miracle in your 
own Perſon, where are written ſo many ad- 
mirable Characters, ſuch illuſtrious Beauties 
on a Body fo divinely framed, that there is 
none fo dull and ignorant that cannot read 
them plainly. And when you vouchſafe to 
taſt yuur Eyes on thoſe beneath you, they 
peak their own Excellencies with greater 
Art and Lloquence, and attract more Admi- 
rat on than ever Vigil did in his divineſt 
Flight of Fancy, than Ovid in ſpeaking of his 
Princeſs, or Apelles in drawing of his Venus, 
Nor are your Virtues or your Royal Blood 
leſs admirable, ſprung from the ineſtimable 
Fountain of ſo many illuſtrious Plantugenets, 
that I ſtand amazed at the Mightinefs of the 
Subject which I have choſen: Beſides, the 
awful Genius of your Highneſs bids me be- 


ware how I come too near, leſt I profane ſo 


many incomparable Perfections in fo facred 
a Shrine 
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a Shrine-as your Highneſs's Perſon, where 
you ought to be ador'd, and not ſeen: For, 
like the ancient Fews in their religious Wor- 
ſhip, *tis a Favour for me to remain on the 
outward Steps, and not approach nigh the 
Veil where the Crowd never come. This, 
moſt illuſtrious Princeſs, ought to check my 
Hand, left in attempting your Highneſs's 
Character, my Apprehenſion of the Excel- 
lence of the Subject, and the Danger of miſ- 
carrying, ſhould make my Fancy fink be- 
neath ſo glorious a Burden : therefore I will 
forbear troubling your Highneſs any further 
with the Raſhneis of my Zeal : nor dare I 
be dictated any longer by it, but will con- 
clude, in hopes that when hereafter I may 
chance to record the Memory of a Princeſs, 
whoſe Beauty, Fortune, and Merits are great- 
er than Homer ever feign'd, or Taſſo copy'd, 
I may have leave to draw her Pattern from 
your Highneſs; and when that is done, the 
reſt of my Life ſhall be employ'd in Prayers 
for your eternal Happineſs, which be pleas'd 
to interpret as the Duty of, 


MAD AM, 
Your Highneſs's moſt Obedient, 


Maſt Humble, and 
Moſt Devoted Servant, 


J. Banks. 
As P R O- 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Major Mobun, the firſt four Days. 


1 Merchant, jozful with the Hopes of Gain, 
Ventures his Life and Fortunes on the Main; 
But the poor Poet, oft ner dies expoſe 

More than hi: Life, his Credit, for Applanſe ; 

The Play's his V:ffel, and his Venture Mit, 

Hopes are his Indies, Rocks and Seas the Pit. 

Fet our good-natur'd Author bids me ſauear, 

He'll court you ftill, the more his Fate draws near; 
Aud cannot chuſe but blame their f ow Rage, 

That crow at you upon the Dung il Stage: 

A certain Sign they merit to be curſt, 

When, to excuſe their Faults, they cry Whore firſt. 

So of in their dull Prologue "tis expreft, | 

That Critick now's become no more a Teſt ; 

Methinks Self int reſt in em more fhou'd rule, 

There's none ſo impudent to aſt a Dole, 

And then to call his Benefaftor Fool. 

They merit to be damm d as well as poor ; 

For acha that's in a Storm, and hears it roar, e 
But then would tray, that never pray d before? 

Tet Seas are calm ſometimes ; and you like thoſe, 

Are neceſſary Friends, but curſed Foes. 

But if among you all he has no Friend, 5 


He humbly begs that you would be ſo kind, 
L Malice by, and uſe him as you find. 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE; 


Spoken to the King and Queen at their 
coming to the Houle. 
Written on purpoſe, by Mr. DRYDEN. 


Hen firft the Ark wat landed on the Shore, 

A Heawn had vow'd to curſe the Ground no more, 
When tops of Hills the longing Patriarch ſaw, 

And the new ſcene of Earth began to draw ; 

The Dove was ſent to view the Waves Decreaſe, 

And firft brought back to Man the Pledge of Peace. 

"Tis needleſs to apply, when theſe appear 
Vs bring the Olive, and who plant it here. 

We have before our Eyes the Royal Dove, 

Still innocent, as Harbinger to Love; 

The Ark is open d to diſmi/s the Train, 

And people with a better Race the Plain. 

Tell me, you Pour, ſhould vain Man purſue 2 


With endleſs Toil, 2 . that is new, 
And for the ſeeming Subflance leave the true ? —— 
Why ſhould he quit for Hopes his certain Good, 
And loath the Manna of his daily Food ? 
land fill the Scene of Changes be, 
Taft and T empeſiuous like our ambient Sea ? 5 
Muft fill our Weather and our Wills agree ? 
Without our Blood our Liberties wwe have, 
Who that is free would fight to be a Slave ? 
Or what can Wars to After-times aſſure, 
Of which 7 Age is nat ſecure ? 
All that our ch would for 2 erdai n, 
IL but t enjoy the Bleſſings of his Reign. 
Our ** Eden, 2 Maix': cur Fence, 
While um preſerve our State of Innecence : 
That loft, then Beafis their Brutal Force employ, 
And firft their Lord, and then tbemſelves deſtroy. 
What Civil Broils have coft, ce know tco well, of 
Oh let it be enough that once wwe fell! 
And every Heart conſpire, with Tongue, 
Still to have ſuch a King, and this King long. 


DR A- 


DRAMATIs PERSON. 


TAE 
ons 

Burleigh, 

Sir Walker Raleigh, 


2 — of thy Tower. 


Queen Elizabeth, Mrs. Quin. 
Counteſs of Rutland, ſecretly 


married to the E ey 7 * Mrs. Cooke. 
Counteſs of Nettingham, Mrs. Corber. 


Women, Gentlemen, Guards and Attendants. 


SCENE, Whitehall, and the Tower. 


T H E 


UNHaPPey FAVOURITE; 
O R, 


The Earl of ESSE X. 


SSL SESSION EENSS 
ACT IL SCENE L 


Enter Counteſs of Nottingham, and Burleigh, ar ſeveral 
Doors. The Cauntęſi reading a . 15 


The moſt Seraphick Mind that ever was, 

I'll heal, and mould thee with a ſoft embrace; 

Thy Mountain Back ſhall yie'd beneath theſe Arms, 

And thy pale wither'd Cheeks that never glow, 

Shall then be deck'd with Roſes of my own —— 

Invent ſome new ſtrange Curſe, that's far above 

Weak Woman's Rage, to blaſt the Man I love. 
Burl. What means the faireſt of the Court? ſay what 

More cruel Darts are forming in thoſe Eyes 

To make adoring Cecil more unhappy ? 

It ſuch a wretched and declar'd hard Fate 


10 The Unhappy Favourite; or, 


Attends the Man you love, what then, bright Star 
Has your malignant Beauty yet in ſtore 
For him that is this Object of her Scorn ? 
Tell me that moſt unhappy happy Man, 
Declare who is the moſt ungrateful Lover; 
And to obey my lovely Nottingham 
I will prefer this dear Cabal, and her 
To all the other Councils in the World: 
Nay, tho” the Queen and her two Nations call'd, 
And fink:ng Eng/and ſtood this hour in need 
For this 1 Head, they all ſhould ſue, 
Or periſh all for one kind Look from you. 

Nor. There ſpoke the Genius and the Breath of Exgland, 
Thou A/culapins of the Chriſtian World! 
Methinks the Queen, in all her Majeſty, 
Hemm'd with aPomp of ruſty Swords, and duller Brains, 
When thou art abſent is a naked Monarch, 
And fills an idle Throne, «ill Cecil comes 
To head her Councils, and inſpire her General 
Thy uncouth ſeif, that ſeems a Scourge to Nature 
For ſo maliciouſly deforming thee, | 
Is by the heaven!y Powers ftamp'd with a Soul, 
That, like the Sun, breaks thro dark Miſts, when none 
Beholds the Cloud, but wonders at the Light. 

Burl. O ſpare that Angel's Voice till the laſt Day ! 
Such heaverly Praiſe is loſt on ſuch a Subject. 

Act. Let none preſume to ſay, while Burleigh lives, 
A Woman wears the Crown ; fourth Richard rather, 
Heir to the third in Magnanimity, 
In Perſon, Courage, Wit, and Bravery all, 
But to his Vices none, nor to his End 
h ope. | 

Burl. You torture me with this Excess 
Were but my Fleſh cait in a purer Moald, 
Then you mizh {ce me bluth : But my hot Blood, 
Burnt with con irual Thought, does inwa d glow ; 
Though, like the Sun, ſt II goes its daily Round, 
And ſ{corches, as in India, to the Root 
But to the wre:ched Cauie of your Diſtarbance ; 
Say, ſhall I gueſs ? Is E/ex not the Man ? 


Not. 


The Ear! of Elles: 11 


Net. O! name not Ea, Hell and Tortures rather: 
Poiſons and Vultures to che real of Man 
Are not ſo cruel as the Name of Hr —— 

Speak, good my Lord ! nay, never ſpeak nor think 
Again, unleſs you can aſſuage this worſe 
Fury in my Breaſt. 

Burl. Tell me the Cauſe, 

Then ceaſe your Rage, and ftudy to revenge. 

Not. My Rage! It is the Wings by which I'll fly 
To be reveng'd—P I ne'er be patient more. 
Lift me my Rage, nay mount me to the Stars, 
Where I may haunt this Peacock, tho” he lies 
Cloſe in the Lap of Juns—El:z:beth; | 
Tho' the Queen ci him with Charms of Power, 
And hides her Minion like another Circe. 

Burl. Still well inſtructed Rage; but pray diſcloſe 
The Reaſon of the Earls Misfortune. 

Not. You are, 

My Friend, the Cabinet of all my Frailties ; 

From you, as from juft Heaven, I hope for Abſolution : 
Yet pray, tho' Anger makes me red, when I 

Diſcourſe the Reaſon of my Rage, be kind, 

And ſay it is my Sex's Modeſty. 

Know then, 

This bold imperious Man I lov'd, lov'd fo, 

Tl! ling'ring with the Pain of fierce Defire, 

And Shame, that ftrove to torture me alike, 

At laſt I the Limits of our Sex, 

And (O kind Cecil, pity and forgive me) 

Sent this ious Man my Mind a Slave ; 

In a kind Letter broke the Silence of 

My Love, which rather ſhould have broke my Heart. 

Burl. But pray what Anſwer did you get from him ? 

Nor. Such as has made an Earthquake in my Soul; 
Shook ev'ry vital in theſe tender Limbs, 

And rais'd me to the Storm you found me in. 

At firſt he charm'd me with a thouſand Hopes, 

Elſe 'twas my Love thought all his Actions fo. 
aſt now from fre/and I receiv'd this Letter, 

ich take and read: But now I think 9 
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III tear it in a thouſand Pieces firſt, 
Tear it as I would Er with my Will, 
To Bits, to Morſels hack the mangled Slave, 
Till every Atom of his curſed Body [Tears the Letter 
Sever'd and flew like Duſt before the Wind. [in a Rage. 
Now do I bleſs the Chance, or elſe may blame 
Me for revealing of my fooliſh Paſſion ——_— 
Did e'er I think theſe celebrated Charms, 
Which I fo often have been bleſs'd and prais'd for, 
Should once be deſtin'd to ſo mean a Price, 
As a Refuſal ! Are there Friends above 
That protect Innocence and injur'd Love? 
Hear me, and curſe me ſtreight with wrinkled Age, 
With Leproſy, Derifion, all your Plagues 
On Earth and Hell hereafter, if I'm not reveng'd. 
Burl. Elſe ſay ſhe is no Woman, or no Widow. [ Ae. 
The ſacred Guardians of your lighted Beauties, 
Have had more Pity on their lovely Charge, 
Than to beho'd you ſwallow'd in his Ruin. 
The beſt and worſt that Fortune could 
To you in Ee Love was to have brought 
A helpleſs ſhort-liv'd Traitor to your Arms. 
Net. Ha! Traitor, ſay you! Speak the Word again 
Yet do not: tis enough if Burleigh ſays it; 
His Wit has Power to ame he dls da: dinks iz, 
And t'extra&t Treaſon from infected Thought. 
The Nation's Safety like a Ship he ſteers, 
When Tempeſts blow, rais'd by Deſigns of falſe 
And i Stateſmen : by his Wit alone 
They're all diſpers'd, and by his Breath ſhe fails, 
His proſperous Counſels all her gentle Gales. 
Py WR. ..-. Gentleman. 
NV , Queen expects ſtreig ht. 
Burl. Madam, 18 
Be pleaſed to attend her Majeſty ith' Preſence, 
Where you ſhall hear ſuch Miidemeanors offer'd, 
Such Articles againſt the Earl of Eher, 
wy ad Io 1 5 and yourſelf, 
Coming this Way. 
3 Burl. 


The Eurl of Eſſex. 13 


Burl. Madam, retire. 

Not. | go, 

Wich greater Expectation of Delight, 
Than a young Bridegroom on his Marriage-Night. 
5 [Exit Caunteſi of Nottingham. 

Burl. Southampton, he's the Chief of E/ex' Faction, 
His Friend, and ſworn Brother ; and I fear | 
Too much a Friend and Partner of his Revels, 

To be a Stranger of the other's Guilt 
"Tis not yet Time to lop this haughty Bough, 
Till I have ſhaken firſt the Tree that bears it. 

Enter Southampton. 

South. My Lord, I hear unwelcome News: "Tis ſaid 
Some factious Members of the Houſe, headed 
By you, have voted an Addreſs for Leave 
T'impeach the Earl of Eſex of ſtrange Articles 
Of 'treafon. 

Burl. Treaſon, tis moſt true, is laid 
To Fer Charge; but that I am the Cauſe 
They do me Wrong, the Occaſion is too public : 

For thoſe dread Storms in Ireland rais'd by him, 
Have blown ſo rudely on our Zxg/;//4 Coaſt, 

That they have ſhipwreck'sd quite the Nation's Peace, 
And wal.*d its very Statues to abhor him. | 

South. Mere Argument; your nice and fine Diſtinction 
To make a good Man vicious, or a bad 
Man virtuous, ev'n as pleaſe he Sophiſters 
My Lord, you are engend' ring Snakes within you. 
| tear you have a ſubtle ſtinging Heart: 

And give me Leave to tell you, that this Treaſon, 
It any, has been hatch'd in Zzr/-igh's School. 

I ice Amb tion in the fair Prerence, 

Berleigh in al its cunniug dark Diſguiſes, 

And envious Ceci every where. 

Burl. My Lord, my Lord, your Zeal to this bad Earl 
Makes you offend the Queen and all good Men. 
Believe it, Sir, his Crimes have been ſo noted, 
So plain and open to the State and her, 

'That he can now no more deceive the Eyes 
Of a moſt gracious „ her Council; 


Nor 
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Nor can ſhe any longer, if ſhe would, 

In Pity of his other Parts, let Juſtice wink, 

But rouze herſelf from cheated lumbering Mercy, 
And ſtart at his moſt foul — 572 


Nor does it well become the brave Soathampton 
To plead in his Behalf, for fear it pulls 
Upon himſelf Suſpicion of his Crimes. 

South. Hold in my Fire, and ſcorch not thro'ꝰ my Ribs: 
Quench, if thou can ſt, the burning furious Pain —— 

I cannot if I would, but muſt unload 
Some of the Torture—Now by my wrong'd ſelf, 
And E x much more wrong'd, I ſwear tis falſe ; 
Falſe as the Rules by which vile Stateſmen govern ; 
Falſe as their A:ts by which the Traitors rite, 

By cheating Nations and deſtroying Kings, 

And falſe impoſing on the common Crew. 

Ec By all the Hopes of my immortal Soul, 
'T here's not one Drop of Blood of that brave Man, 
But holds more Honour, Truth and Loya'ty, 
Than thy whole Maſs beſides, and all thy Brains 
Stuff'd with Cabals and Projects for the Nation; 
Than thou that ſeem'ſt a good Sc Chr ftopher, 
Carrying thy Country's Genius on thy Bick, 
But art indeed a Devil, and takeſt more Flire 
Than half the Kingdom's Wealth can ſatisſy. 

I ſay again, that thou ard all thy Race, 

With E/ex' baſe Acculer*, every one 

Put in a Scale together, we gh not half 

The Merit th.t's in one poor Hair of his. 

Burl. Thank you my Lord—S e I can bear the Scandal, 
And cannot chuſe but ſmile to ſee y u rage. 

Seuth. It is becauſe thy guilty Sou's a Coward, 

And has not Spirit en-ugh to feign a P. ſſion. 

Burl. It is the Loken of my Innocence 
But les South m ton have a ſpecial Car- 
Jo keep his cloſe Defigrs from Cecil's Way, 

Left he diſturb the Genius of the Nation, 
As you were plea-'d to call me; and beware 
The Fate of Ex. [ Exit Burlcigh. 

South, Ha! 1 he Fate of Egex. 

Tho u 
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Thou ly'ſt, proud S:ateſman, tis above thy Reach, 

A+ high above thy Malice as is Heaven 

Beyond a Ceci/”'s Ho Deſpair not, E ! 

Nor his brave Friends, fince a juſt Queen's his Judge ; 

She that ſaw once ſuch Wonders in thy Perſon, 

A ſcarce fledg'd Youth, as loading thee with Honours, 

At once made thee Earl-Marſhal, Knight o' the Garter, 

Chief Counſellor, and Admiral at Sea 

She comes, ſhe comes, bright Goddeſs of the Day, 

And EH Foes ſhe drives like Miſts away. 

Enter the Queen, Burleigh, Lord Chancellor, County): of” 
Nottingham, Counteſs of Rutland, Lords and Atte;:- 
dants. Queen on a Chair of State, Guards. 

Queen. Ny Lords, we hear not any thing conſi ms 

The new Deſigns were dreaded of the / ii] 

Our Letter: lately from our \gent there 

Say nothing of ſuch Fears, ror do I think 

They dare. % 

Burl. To dare, moſt h'gh il'uſt; ious Princeſs, 

Is fuch a Virtue Spaniard never knew; 

His Courage is as cold as he is hot, 

And Faith is as adulterate as his Blood. 

What Truth can we expect from ſuch a Race 

Of Mungrels, Jeu, Mabemet m., Goths, Meorr, 

And Ind:-ns, with a few old Caſtilians, 

Sh ffl'd in Nature's M2uld togther ? 

That Spain miy truly now be call'd the Place 

Where Balel firſt was built. Theſe Men, 

With all falſe Tenets chopp'd and maſh'd together, 

Suck'd ſrom the Scum of every baſe Religion, 

Which they have fince tran form'd to Remijb Mals, 

Are now become the M tre's darling Sons, 

And Spain is cal''d the Pope's moſt C:tholick King. 
2nueen. Spoke like true Cecil till, old Proteſtant —— 

Bt ho! it joys me with the dear Remembrance 

Oi this Romantick huge Invaſion. 

From the Pope's Cloſer, where twas firſt begot, 

Bulls, Abſolution-, Pardons, frightful Banns, 

Flew o'er the Contineat and narrow Seas, 

Some to reward, and others to torment ; 


B 2 Nay, 
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Nay, worſe, tue Inquiſition was let looſe 
To teach the very Atheifts Purga ory: 
Then were a thouſand holy Hands employ d, 
As Cardinals, Biſhops, Monks and Jeſuits ; 
Not a poor Mendicant or begging Friar, 
But thought he ſhould be damn'd to leave the Work. 
South, Whole St oles of Beuedictions were diſpers'd ; 
Nay, the good Pope himſelf fo wearied was 
W ich giving Bleflings to thole holy Warriors 
Tha: flew to kim from ev'ry Part as thick 
As Hornets to their Neit:, it gave his Arms 
The Gut. 
Burl. O faithleſs incourageous Hands ! 
They ſhould have been both burnt for Hereticke. 
Lucen. But when this huge and migh:y Fleet was ready, 
Altars were ſtripp'd of ihining Ornaments ; 
Their Images, their Pictures, Palls, and Hangings, 
By Nuns and Per ſſans wrought, 
Al went to help their great Armada forth; 
Relicks of all Degrecs of Saint 
W.re there diilributed, and not a Ship 
Was bleſs'd without one: every Sail amongſt em 
Boaſted to carry, as 2 certain Pledge 
Of ViRory, ſome of the real Croſs. 
South. Long live that Day, and never be forgotten 
The gallart Hour, when to the immortal Fame 
Of Exgland, and the more immo:tal Drake, 
That proud Arm da was deftroy'd. Yet was 
Tic Fight not half ſo dreadful as th' Event 
Was pleaſant. When the fiſt Broadſides were giv'n, 
A tall brave Ship. the talleſt of the reft, 
That ſeem'd the Pride of all their big Half. Moon. 
Whether by Chance, or by « lucky Shot 
From us I know not, but ſhe was blown up, 
Buifting like Thunder, and almoſt as high, 
And then did ſhiver in a thouſand Pieces; 
Whilſt from her Beliv Crouds cf living Creatures 
Broke like untimely Birthe, and filPd the Sky. 
Tnen might be ſeen a &pariard citch his Felloæ, 
And wreitiing in the Air, fail dewa toge her; 
\ Prieft 
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A Prieſt for Safety riding on a Croſs, 
Another that had none, —_—_ 


Friars with long big Sleeves, like Magpies Wings, 
tly ſailing down ; 


That bore them up, came gently 
One with a Don = held him the Arme, 
And cry'd, confeſs me ſtreight; as he juſt 
Had ſpoke the Words, they tumbled down together. 
Burl. Joſt Heaven, that never ceas'd to have a Care 
Of your moſt Gracious Majeſty and Kingdoms, 
By valiant Soldiers, and by faithful Leaders, 
Confounded in one Day the vaſt Deſigns 
Of Ita) and Spain againſt our Liberties ; 
So may T,rone and Iii Rebels fall, 
And ſo may all your Captains henceforth prove 
To be as loyal and as ſtout Commanders. | 
DPucen. Is there no freſher News from Ireland yet? 
Burl. None better than the laft, that ſeems too ill 
To be repeated in your gracious Hearing. 
Queen. Why, what was that? 
South. Now, now the ſubtile Fiend 
Begins to conjure up a Storm. [ 4fide. 
url. How ſoon your gracious Majeſty forgets 
Crimes done by any of your Subjects 
Queen. What? 
That Eher did defer his Journey to 
The North, and therefore loſt the Seaſon qui.e: 
Was not that all ? 
Burl. And that he met T rone 
At his Requeſt, and treated with him private: 
A Ford dividing them, they both rode in, 
Wading the'r Horſes knee-deep on each fide ; 
But that the Diſtance from each other was 
So great, and they were forced to parly loud, 
Orders were given to keep the Soldiers off; 
Nay, not an Officer ia all the Army 
But was denied to hear what paſs'd between them 
What follow'd then the Parley was the Truce, 
So ſhameful (if I may be bold to call 
It ſo) boch to your Majeſty and England. 
Deer. Enough, enough, good Cecil, you begin 
B 3 To 
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To be inveterate : "Twas bis firſt Fault; 
And tho? that Crime, done to the Nation's Hurt, 
Admits of no excuſe or Mitigation, 
From the Author's many Virtues or Misfortunes, 
Yet you muſt all confeſs that he is brave, 
Valiant as any, and has done as much 
Far you, as e er Alcides did for Greece. 
Yet I ll not hide his Faults, but blame him too; 
And therefore I have ſent him chiding Letters, 
Forbidding him to leave the Kingdom, till 
He has diſpatch'd the War, and kill'd Tyrone. 

Enter Sir Walter Raleigh, attended by ſame other 

Members of the Houſe. 

Burl. Moſt Royal Madam, here's the gallant Raleig5, 
With others in Commiſſion from the Houſe, 
Who attend your Majeſty with ſome few Bills 
And humbleſt of Addreciſes, that you wou'd 
Be pleas'd to paſs em for the Nation's Saſety. 

DPucen, Welcome my People, welcome to your Queen, 
Who wiſhes ſtill no longer to be ſo, 
Than the can govern well, and ſerve you all: 
Welcome again dear People, for I'm proud 
To call you fo ; and let it not be boating 
In me to ſay. I love you with a greater Love 
Than ever Kings before ſhowr'd down on Subjects, 
And that I think ne'er did a People more 
Deſerve than you. Be quick, 
And tel me your Demands ; I long to hear: 
For known, I count your Wants are all my own, 

Ra. Long live the bright Imperial Majeſty 
Of Emgland, Virgin-Star of Chriſtendom, 
Bleſſing and Guide of all your Subjects Lives; 
Who wih tile Sun may ſconer be exiinguith'd 
From the bright Orb he rules in, than the Queen 
Should e' er ceicend the Throne ſhe now makes happy. 
Your Parliament, moit b'e{t of Sovereigns, 
Calling to mind the Providence of He.ven 
In guarding ſtill your People under you, 
And ſparing your molt precious Lite, 
Do humbly otter to your Royal Picati e 
Three 


The Earl of Eſſex. 19 

Three Bills to be made living Acts hereafter, 

All for the Safety of your Crown and Life, 

More precious than ten thouſand of your Slaves. 
Queen. Let Cecil take and read what they contain. 

[Cecil zakes the Papers, and reads the Contents, 
Burl. * An Act for ſettling and eſtabliſhing 

* A firong Militia out of every County; 

And likewiſe for levying a new Army, 

« Conſiſting of fix thouſand Foot at leaſt, 

And Horſe three thouſand, quickly to be ready, 

As ſtrong Guard for the Queen's ſacred Perſon, 

And to prevent what clandeſtine Deſigns 

* The Spaniard; or the Scots may have. 

Queen. Thanks to 

My Dear and loving People; I will paſs it. 

Burl. The ſecond Act is, for the ſpeedy raifing 

* Two hundred thouſand Pound to pay the Army, 

* And to be order'd as the Queen pleaſe ; 

* This to be gather'd by a Benevolence, 

And Subſidy, in ſix Months time from hence. 
Queen. What mean my giving Subjects I it ſhall paſs; 
Burl. The third has ſeveral Articles at large, 

With an Addreſs ſubſcrib'd, moſt humbly offer d, 

For the impeaching Robert Earl of Eſſex 

Of 3 7 OO of high Treaſon. 

Deen. Ha! 

Tu's unthought Blaſt has ſhock'd me like an Ague. 

It has alarmed every Senſe, and ſpoil'd me = 

Of a'l the awful Courage of a Queen. 8 

Burt Il recover 

Say my Nottingham, 

And Rutl nd, did you ever hear the like? 

But are you well aſſur'd I am awake? 

Bleſs me, and ſay it is a horrid Viſion ; 

That I am not upon the Throne ! 

Ha ! I:'t not ſo ? Yes, Traicors, I'll obey you 

[She riſes in a Rage. 

Here fit you in my Place; take Burleigh's Staff, 

The Chancellor's Seal, and E/ex* valiant Head, 


And leave me none but ſuch as are yourſelves, 
Knaves 
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Knaves for my Council, Fools for Magi 0 
And Cowards for Commanders my Heart! 

South. . Oh horrid Impoſition on a Throne ! 

Eher, that has fo bravely ſerv'd the Nation; 
That I may boldly ſay, Drake did not more: 
'That has ſo often beat his Foes on Land, 

Stood like a Promontory in its Defence, 

And fail'd with Dragons Wings to guard the Seas. 
Ee That took as many Towns in Spain 

As all this Iſland holds ; 'd their Fleet 
That came with Loads of the Mines in [:dia, 
And took a mighty Carrack of ſuch value, 

That held more in its prodigious Deck 

Than ſerv'd the Nation's Riot for a Year. 

Queer. Ingrateful People ! Take away my Life: 
"Tis that you'd have; for I have reign'd too long 
You too well know that I am a Woman, elſe 
You durſt not uſe me thus—Had you but fear'd 
Your Queen as you did once my Royal Father, 

Or had | but the Spirit of that Monarch, 
With one ſhort Syllable I ſhould have ramm'd 
Your impudent Petitions down your Throats, 
And — ſour hundred of your factious Crew 
Tremble, and grovel on the Earth for fear. 

Ral. Thus proſtrate at your Feet we beg for Pardon, 
And humbly crave your Majeſty's Forgiveneſs. 

[einer hneel. 

Queen. No more—atiend me in theHouſe to-morrow. 

Burl. Moſt mighty Queen ! Bleſs'd and ador'd by all, 
Torment not ſo your Royal Breaft with Paſſion. 

Not all of us, our Lives, Eſtates and Country, 
Are worth the leaſt Diſturbance of your Mind. 
Queen. Are you become a Pleader for ſuch Traitors ? 
Ha! I ſuſpect that Cecil too is envious, 
And Ee is too great for thee to grow—— 
A Shrub that never ſhall be look'd u 
Whilſt Ee that's a Cedar, ſtands FM 
Tell me, why was I not acquainted with 
This cloſe Deſign: For I am ſure thou know / ſt it. 
Burl. Madam 
Queen. 
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Dueen, Be dumb; I will hear no Excuſes, 
I could turn Cy nick, and outrage the Wind, 
Fly from all Courts, all Buſineſs, and Mankind, 
Leave all like Chaos, in Confuſion hurl'd ; 
Fer 't's not Reaſon now that rules the World. 
There's Order in all States but Man below, 
And all things elſe do to Superiors bow: 
Trees, Plants, and Fruits, rejoice beneath the Sun, 
Rivers and Seas a © nided by the Moon; 
The Lyon rules thro Shades and ev'ry Green, 
Aud Fiſhes own the Dolphin for their Queen ; 
But Man, the verier Monier, worſhips ſti! 
No God but Luſt, no Monarch but his Wil. 

[ Exeunt omnes. 


CCC 
ACT II. SCENE I. 


Counte/t of Eſſex. 


* 

S this the Joy of a new married Life? 
This all the Taſte of Pleaſures that are feign'd 

To flow from ſweet and everlaſting Sprin.s ? 
By what falſe Opticks do we view thoſe Sights, 
And by our ravenous Wiſhes ſeem to Craw 
Delights ſo far beyond a Mortal's reach, 
And bring 'em home to our deluded Breaſls ? 
Vs not yet long ſince that bleſt Day was paſt, 
A Day I wiſh'd that ſhould for ever laſt. 
The Night once gone, I did the Morning chide, 
Whoſe Beams betray'd me by my Ee tice ; 
Ard whilſt my Bluſhes, and my Eyes they blett, 
] ttrove to hide 'em in his panting Breaſt, 
And my hot Chezks cloſe to his Boſom laid, 
Liſtoing to what the Gueſt within it faid ; 
Where Fre to Fire the noble Heart did burn, 
Cloſe like 2a Phenix in her ſpicy Urn; 
1 £gh'd and wept for Joy a Shower of Tears, 


And 
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And felt a thouſand ſweet and pleaſant Fears, 
Too rare for Senſe, too exquifice to fay; 
Pa a we can count, but Pleaſure ſtca's away. 
But Buſineſs now, and eavious Glory's Charme, 
Have ſnatch'd him from theſe ever faithful Arms. 
Ambition, that's the higheſt way to Woe, 
Cruel Ambition! Love's eternal Foe. 

Enter Southampton. 

South. Thou deareſt Partner of my deareſt Friend, 
The brighteſt Planet of thy ſhining Sex, 

Forgive me for the unwelcome News I bring 
ex is come the moſt deplor'd of Men! 

C. E. Now by the ſacred Joys that fill my Heart, 
What fatal Meaning can there be in that ? 
Is my Lord come ? Say, ſpeak. 

South. Too ſure he's come ! — 
But oh that Seas as wide as Waters flow, 
Or burning Lakes as broad and deep as Hell, 
Had rather parted you for ever, 
So Eſſex had been ſafe on th' other fide. 
C. Ee. My Lord, you much amaze me 
Pray what of Ill has happen'd fince this Morning, 
That the Queen guarded him with ſo much Mercy, 
And then refus'd to hear his falſe Impeachers ? 

S:zuth. Too ſoon, alas ! he's forfeited his Honours, 
Places and Wea'th ; but more, his preciou: Life ; 
Condemn'd by the too cruel Nation's Laws, 

For leaving kis Commiſſion, and returning 
When the Queen's abſolute Commands for bad him. 

C. E Fond Hopes ! Muſt then our Meeting prove 

ſo fatal ? 

South. Say, Madam, now what Help will you propoſe ? 
Can the Queen”: Pity any more protect him? 

Never, it is no longer in her power : 
She muſt though gainſt her Will, deliver him 
A Sacrifice to all his greedy Foes. 

C. E. Where is my Lord? 

Seuth. Blunt left him on the way, 

And came diſguis'd in haſte to give me notice. 


c. EF. 
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C. E. Let him go back, and give my Ehe warning, 

Conjuring him from us to ſtir no further, 
But ſtreight return to Ireland, ere tis knoan 
He left the Place. 

South. Alas ! it is no Secret, 

Beſides, he left the Town almoſt as ſoon 
As Blum, and is expected every Moment. 

C. Ef. How could it be reveal'd ſo ſuddenly ? 

South. I know not that, unſeſs from Hell it came, 
Where Cecil too is Privy Counſellor, 
＋ knous as much wat yu Devil there. a 

met the cunning Fiend and Ra eigb whiſpering ; 
And the fair — Not. —— 1 
I ſaw bedeck'd with an ill natur d Smile, 
That ſhew'd malicious Beauty to the Height. 

C. EJ. Hold, hold, my Lord, my Fears begin to rack 
And D nger now in all its horrid Shapes, (me 
Stalks iv my Way, and makes my Blood run cold, 
Worſe than a thouſ nd glaring Spiri es could do. 

Atift me ſtreight thou Dzmon to my Ex, 
Hep me thou more th .n Friend in Miiery 
I'll zo the Queen, and ſtreight declare our Marriage. 
She will have Mercy on my helpleſs State 
Puy theſe Tears, ard all my humble Poſtures, 
If not fur me, rot for my Ee ſake, 
Yet for the Illuſtrious Off- pring that I bear; 
I'il go Pii run, III hazard all this Moment. 
[Offers to he gone, 

South. Led by vain Hopes, you fly to your Deſtruction, 

There wants bu: that dread Secret to be kcown, 
To tumble you fir ever to Deſpair, 
And leave you both co::demn'd without the Hopes 
Ot the Queen's Pity or remorſe hereafter. 

C. Ef. Curs'd be the Stars that flatter'd at our Bi chs, 
That inone ſo bright with ſuch unuſual Luftre 
As cheated the waole World into Belief, 

Our Lives alone were all their chiefeſt Care. 

South. Be comforted, rely on Ee Fate 
And the Queen's Mercy 
Behold ſhe comes, our evil Fate, 
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In diſcontented Characters, wrote on 
Her Brow. 
Euter the Oucen, Burleigh, Counte/s of Nottingham, 
Raleigh, Attendants, Guard:. 

Queen. Is Eſex then arriv'd ? 

Burl. He is. 

2ucen. Then he has loſt me all the flattering Hopes 
I ever had to ſave hm [e. Come, ſay you 
Who elſe come with him? 

Burl. Some few Attendants. 

Queen. Durſt the molt vile of Traitors ſerve me thus 
Double my Strength about me, draw out Men, 

And ſet a Guard before the Palace Gates, 
And bid my valiant Friends the Citizens 

Be ready ftreigh: I ſhall be murder'd elſe, 
And faithful Ceci/, if thou lov'ſt thy Queen, 
See all this done; for how can I be fate, 

If Eher that I favour'd ſeek my Life ? 

Barl. Willt pleaſe your Majeſty to ſee the Earl? 

Dun. No. 

La Shall I publiſh ſtreigh: your Royal Order, 
That may forbid his Coming to the Court, 
Und ell your Majefly command him? 

Juen. Neither 
How durſt you ſeem t' interpret hat's my Pleaſure! 
No, I will ke tim if be comes, and then 
I cave me to act without your {awcy Aid, 

It I have any Royal Power. 

C. E. Bleſt be the Queen, bleſt be the pitying G d 
Tuat has inſpir'd her. | 4/rae. 

South Molt admir'd of Quere, 

Thus low unto the Ground | bend my Dody, 

And | wiſh I could fink lower thro' tae Earth, 

Jo ſuit a Poſture to my humble Heart. 

I tremble to excuſe my ga'lant Friend 

In Con:radiction to your heavenly Will; 

Who lke a God knows all, and tis enough 

Yeu thick him Innocent, and he is ſo: 

Put yet your Majeſty's moſt Royal Soul, 

1 kat ſoars fo high above the humble Malice _ 
3 
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Of baſe and ſordid Wretches under you, 
aq is ignorant the valiant Earl 
Has Foes, Foes that are only ſo, becauſe 
Your Majeſty has crown'd him with your Favours, 
And lifted him ſo far above their Sights, 
That *cis a Pain to all their envious Eyes 
To look fo high above them ! and of theſe 
Some grow too near your Royal Perſon, 
As the ill Angels did a: firſt in Heaven, 
And daily ſeek to hart this brave Man's Virtue. 
Nueen, Help me thou Infinite Ruler of all things, 
That ſees at once as far as the Sun diſplays, 
And ſearches every Soul of human Kind, 
Quick and unfelt, as Light infuſes Beams, 
Unites, and makes all Contradictions center, 
And to the Senſe of Man which is more ſtrange, 
Governs innumerable diſtant Parts 
By one intire ſame Providence at once : 
each me fo far thy Holy Art of Rule, 
As in a mortal Reafon may diſtinguiſh 
Betwixt bold Subjects, and a Monarch's Right. 
Barl. May't pleaſe your Majeſty, the Earl is come, 
And waits your Pleaſure. 
Queen. Let him be admitted 
Now, now nag thy Royalty, 
And hold thy Greatneſs firm : but oh how 
A Load is State, where the free mind's diſturb'd ! 
How happy a Maid is ſhe that always lives 
Far from high Honour in a low Content, 
Where neither Hills nor dreadful Mountains grow, 
But A Te Pleaſures flow ; 
Where Sheep lie inſtead of Subject Throngs, 
The Trees for Muſick, Birds inſtead of Songs; 
Inſtead of Eſex one poor faithful Hind, 
She has a Servant, he a Miſtreſs kind, 
Who with Garlands for his coming crowns her Door, 
And all with Reibes free her thus Floor : 
Where at their mean Repaſt no Fears attend 
Of a faile Enemy, or fall | 


Ng 
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No Care of Scepters, nor ambitious Frights 

Ditturb the Quiet of their Sleep at Nights 

He comes ; this invader of my Reſt, 

He — : But I intend fo to receive him 

Enter the Earl of Eſſex with Attendants. Eſſex Auel. 
The Queen turns to the Counteſs of Nottingham. 

ex. Long live the m 2 moſt ador d of Queens, 

The brighteſt Power on Earth that Heaven e er form'd; 

* and amaz'd the trembling Eſex kneels, 
x that ſtood the dreadful Voice of Cannons, 
11415 a darker Field of Smoak and Fire, 

Than that where Cyc 1 orge, and ſweats 

Beneath the mighty Hill, whilſt Bullets round me 

Flew like the Bo'ts of Hear n when ſhot with Thunder, 

And loſt their Fury on my Shield and Corſlet ; 

And flood thoſe Dangers unconcern'd, and dauntleſs : 

But you, the moſt Majeſtick brighteſt Form 

That ever rul'd on Earth, have caught 11 

Surpriz'd its Virtues all with Dread and onder ; 

My humble Eyes durſt ſcarcely look up to you, 

Your dazling Mien and Sight fo fill the Place, 

And wang” 41 Celeſtial Rays adorn. 

Queen. Ha! A, 

Ege. "Tis ſaid I have been guilty — 

I dare not riſe, but crawl thus on the Earth, 

Till I have leave to kiſs your ſacred — 

And clear before the juſteſt, beſt of 

My wrong d and wounded Innocence. 

= . Nottingham ? What ſaid the 


Do turn cruel Brow, and kill me with 
A Pon; it is a quick and ſurer Way, 
n EH, 

Than Baniſhment, than Fetters, Swords, or Axe 
What not that neither! Then I plainly ſee 

My Fate, the Malice of my Enemies 


Triumphant in their joyful Faces; Burleigh 
With a glad Coward's Smile, that knows h'as got 


Advantage o'er his valiant Foe, and Ar proud 
Ld 
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Whilſ they no higher could attain to be, 
Then humble Suckers nouriſh'd by my Root, 
And like the Ivy twin'd their ing Arms 


Thus the . Pilot liſtning to the Siren, 
Lets his rich Veſſel ſplit upon a Rock, 
And loſes both his Life and Wealth together. 
Ex. Still Iam ſhun'd as if I wore Deſtruction— 
_ Hee, heie my faithful and my valiant Friends, [ Ri/es. 
Dear: Companions of the Fate of Ex, 
Beho!d this Boſom ſtudded o'er with Scars, 
This Marble Breaſt, that has ſo often held, 
Like a fierce Battlement againſt the Foes 
Of Eng/an's Queen, that made a hundred Breaches ; 
Here pierce it ſtreight, and thro' this Wild of Wounds 
Be ſure to reach my Heart, this loyal Heart, 
That fics conſulting midſt a thouſand Spirits 
A'l at command, all faithful to my Queen. 
2ueen. If I had ever Courage, Haughtineſs, 


Or Spirit, help me but now, aud I am happy 

He melts ; it flows and drowas my Heart with pity, 

If I ftiy longer, I ſhall tell him ſo 

What is this Traitor in my fight! 

All that have Loyalty, and love their Queen, 

Forſake this horrid Wretch, and follow me. 
Exeunt Qrcen and her Attendants, manet Ex ſolus. 
Mer. She's gone, and darted Fury as ſhe Went 

Cruelleſt of f 3 

Not hear ! not your Soldier ſpeak one Ward ! 

Eſex that was once all day liſten'd to; 

er, that I ke a Cherub held thy Throne, 

Whi: thou didſt dreſs me with thy wealthy Favours, 

Chear'd me with Smiles, and deck'd me round v. ith Glo- 

Nor was thyCrown ſcarce worſhipp'd on thy Head (ries ; 

Wichout me by thy wat 7 wade deaf 

= 


As 
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As Adders, Winds, or the remorſeleſs Seas; 
Deaf as thy cunning Sex's Ears to thoſe 
That make unwelcome Love—What News, my Friend ? 


Enter Southampton. 
South. Such as I dare not tell; but pardon me, 
As an ill Bird that perches on the fide 
Of ſcme tall Ship foretells a Storm at hand, 
I come to give you warning of the Danger 
See Cecil with a Meſſage from the Queen. 
Eſex. Then does my Wreck come rolling on apace ; 
That foul Leviathan ne'er yet appear'd 
Without a horrid Tempeſt from his Noſtrils. 
Enter to them Burleigh cnd Raleigh. 
Burl. Hear, Robert Earl of Eſfex, 
Hear what the Queen, my Lord, by us pronounces : 
She now diveſts you of your Offices, 
Your Dignities of Governour of J/re/am#, 
Farl Marſhal, Maſter of her Horſe, General 
Of all her Forces both by Land and Sea, 
And Lord Lieutenant of the ſeveral Counties 
Of Cher, Herefird, and Wiftmereland. 
Efſ:x. A vaſt and goodly Sum, all at one Caft, 
By an unlucky Hand thrown quite away. 
Burl. Alſo her Pleaſure is, that in Obedience 
To her Commands, you fend your Staff by us, 
Then leave the Court, and ſtir no farther than 
Your Hou, till Order from the Qeen and Council. 
E/ex. Thank my Misfor:unes, for you fall with Weight 
L pon me, and Fate ſhoots her Arrows thick; 
Lis hard if they find not one mortal Piace 
About me—— 
Burl. My Lord, what ſhall we tell her Majeſty ? 
What is your Anſwer, for the Queen expects us? 
Eſex. Wilt thou then promiſe to be juſt, and tell her? 
Give her a Caution of her worſt of Foes, 
Thy greedy ſelf, the Land's infeſting Giant, 
Exactieg Heads from her beſt Subjects daily; 
Worſe than the Phrygian Monſter, he was more 
Cheaply compounded with, and but devour'd 
Fev'n Virgins in a Week, and ſpar'd the reft. 
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South. Hold, my brave Friend, and waſte not the Breath 
Of Er on ſo baſe and mean a Subject —— 
Thou Traitor to thy Sovereign and her Kin 
More full of Guilt than e er thou did'ſ deviſe 
To lay on Efex, whom thou fear'ſt and hateſt ; 

And thou, becauſe thy ſordid Soul and Perſon 

Ne'er fitted thee - 

For t Actions, think'ſt the World fo too: 

For he that looks thro? a foul Glaſs that's ſtain d, 

Sees all things ſtain d like the foul Perſpective he uſes. 

"Tis Crime enough in any to be valiant, 

Lid, a A be fortunate, 

ilt thou ſtand'ſt by the Queen to interc 

Or elſe determine Favours from her —_— 

"Tis not, who is to bÞþme, or who deſerves, 

Nor whom the Queen would look on with a Grace, 

But whom proud Ceci/ to reward, 

Or puniſh, and the Valiant never 'ſcape thee : 

Curs'd be the Brave that fall into ſuch Hands, ö 

For Cowards ſtill are cruel and malicious. _ 
Burl. This I dare tell, and that Southampron faid it. = 
South. And put her too in mind of thy vain Glories, 

Such Impudence and Oſtentation in thee, 

And ſo much horrid Pride and Coſtlineſs, 

As would undo a Monarch to ſupply. 
Efeex. So thrives the lazy Gown, and ſuch as ſleep 

On Woolſacks, and on Seats of injur'd Juſtice, 

Or learnt to prate at Council Tables: but 

How miſerable is Fortune to the Valiant! 

Were but Commanders half fo well rewarded 

For all their Winter Camps, and Summer Fights, 

Then they might eat, the poor Soldiers Widows 

And Children too might all be kept from ſtarving. 
Ral. My Lord, * thus you tax the Queen 

Of Weakneſs and Injuſtice both, and that 

She favours none but worthleſs Perſons. | 
Burl. Muſt we return this tubborn Anſwer to her? ; 

You'll not obey her Majeſty, nor here 


: 
| 
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Reſign your Staff of Office to us. 


Er. Tell her whate'er thy Malice can im ent; 
C3 Yet 
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Yet if thou ſay'it I'll not the Queen, 
I tell chee, Lord, _ be 
"Tis falſe, falie as thy moſt inveterate Soul 
That looks th-o* the foul Perſon of thy Body, 
And curſes ail ſhe ſees at liberty 
tell thee, creeping Thing, the Queen's too good, 
More — * to condemn a Slave, 
Much lefs her Eher, without hearing him x 

] will appeal to her 
Bur You'll not believe us, 
Nor that it was by her Command we came. 

Eſſex. | do not. 

Lurl. Fare you well, my Lords. 


| [Exeunt Burleigh and Raleigh. 
Ecx. Go thou, 


My brave Southampton, follow to the 
Ard quickly, ere my Foes are heard, 
Tell her that thu-+ her faithful E ſays, 
Thi: Star ſhe deck'd me with, and all theſe Honours elſe 
In one bleſs'd Hour, when ſcarce my tender Years 
Had reach'd the Age of Man, fhe heap'd upon me, 
As if the Sun that ſows the Seeds of Gems 
And golden Mines had ſhower d upon my Head, 
And dreſt me | ke the Fridegioom of her Favour, 
This thou beheldeſt, and Nations wonder'd at: 
The World aud not a Favourite ſo great, 
So lov'd as J. 

South. And Jam witne's too 
How many gracigus Smi'es ſhe bleſt em with, 
And parted with a Look with every Favour 
Was Coubly worth the Gitt, while the whole Court 
Wa ſo well pleaſed, : nd ſlewed their wond'rous Joy 
In ſl.outing louder than the Roman Bands 
When ul us and 4u;/tus were made Conſuls. 
E. Thea can't 3:nrember oo, for all ſhe faid was 
That at the happy : 4 ſhe cid inveſt (fignal, 
Her E//cx with this Robe of ſhining Glories, 
She bad me prize *em as | wou's my Life, 
Defend em as I wou'd her C:own and Perſon : 
Then a rich Sword ſhe put into my Hand, 
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And wiſh'd me Cæſar's Fortune, fo ſhe grac'd me. 

South. So young Alcides, when he firſt wore Arms, 
Did fly to kill the Erymanthearn Boar ; 

And fo Achilles, firlit by T hetis made 
Immortal, haſted to the Siege of Troy. 

ES. Go thou, Southampton, for thou art my Friend, 
And ſuch a Friend's an Angel in diſtreſs ; 1 
Now the falſe Globe that flatter d me is gone, 

Thou art to me more Wealth, more Recompence 
Than all the World was then—Intreat the Queen 
To bleſs me with a Momen:'s fight, 

And I will lay her Relicks hambly down, 

As travelling Pilgrims do before the Shrines 

Of Saints they went a thouſand Leagues to viſit; 
And her bright Virgin Honours all untainted. 
Her Sword not ſpoil'd with Ruſt, but wet with Blood, 
All Nations Blood that diſobey*d my Queen: 
This Staff that diſciplin'd her Kingdoms once, 
And triumph'd o'er an hundred Victories; 

And if ſhe will be pleas'd to take it, ſay, 

My Life, the Life of once her darling Hex. 

South, | fly, my Lord, and let your Hopes repoſe 
On the kind Zeal Southampton has to ierve you. 

Exit Southampton. 
E. Where art thou Ex! where are now thy Glories ? 
Thy Summer's Garlands, and thy Winter's Laurels ? 
The early Songs that every Morning wak'd thee ; 
Thy Halls and Chambers throng'd with Mulccude:, 
More than the Temple of the Per fan God, 
To worſhip thy vprifing ; and when I appear'd 
The bluſhing Empreſs of the Eaſt, Aurora, 
Gladded the World not halt ſo much as I: 
Yeſterday's Sun ſaw his great Rival thus, 
Ihe ſpiteful Planet ſaw me thus ador'd, 
As ſome tall built Pyramid, whoſe Height 
Ard golden Top confronts him in his Sky, 
He tumbles down with Light'ning in his Rage 
So on a fudden has he ſnarch'd my Garlands, 
And with a Crown impal'd my gaudy Head, 
Struck me with Thur der, Caſh'd me om the Heavens; 
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And oh ! "tis now, and Darknefs all with me; 
Here I'll lie down——Earth will receive her Son. 
Take pattern all by me, you that bunt Glory, 
You that do climb the rounds of high Ambition ; 
——— 3 
ere you come by juſt Degrees at laſt, 
If not fall * the 
Here Ill abide to my loving Center : 
For here I'm ſure that I can fall no further: 
Enter Counte/s of Eſſex. 
Ha! what makes thou here; tell me faireſt Creature; 
Why art thou fo in love with Miſery, 
To come to be infefted with my Woe, 
And diſobey the angry for me ? 
C. E Bleis me, my Angel, guard me from ſuch Sounds; 
Aer 
Are theſe fit Words for E/ex* Bride to hear 
Bride I may truly call myſelf, for Love 
Had ſcarce beſtow d the Bleſſings of one Night, 
But ſnatch'd thee from theſe Arms. 
E My Soul! my Love! 
Come to my Bre-ft, thou pureſt Excellence, 


There's not a D:cam, an Extaſy or Joy, 
But I will double in my ory Senſes. 
Come, let's prepare, mingle Souls together, 
Thou ſhalt loſe nothing, er 
Mine is as full of Love as thine can be. 

F. Where have I been? but yet | have thee ſtill 
Come fit thee down upon this bumble Floor, 
It was the firſt kind Throne that Love e er had : 
Thus like the firft bright Couple let's embrace, 
And fancy all around is Paradiſe. 
It muſt be fo, for all is Paradiſe 
Where thou remaineſt, thou lovelier far than Bye 
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C. E/. And thou more brave, and nobler Perſon far, 
Than the firſt Man, whom Heaven's peculiar Care 
Made for a Pattern of ingenious Nature, | 
Which ne'er till thee excel'd the Original. | 

EJ. Thus when th' Almighty form'd the lovely Maid, | 
And ſent her to the Bower where Adam lay, 

The firſt of Men, awak'd and ſtarting from 

His moſſy flow'ry Bed whereon he ſlept, 

Lifted his Eyes, and ſaw the Virgin coming, 
Saw the bright Maid that glitter'd like a Star, 
Stars he had ſeen, but ne er ſaw one ſo fair. 
Thus did they meet, and thus did they embrace; 
Thus in the Infancy of Defire, 

Ere Luſt, Diſpleaſures, Featookes and Fears 
Debauch'd the World, and plagu'd the Breaft of Man: 
Thus in the Dawn of golden Time, when Love, 
And only Love, taught Lovers what to do. 

C. F. O thou moſt dear, moſt priz'd of all Mankind, 

I burn, I faint, I'm raviſh'd with thy Love; 

The Fever is too hot, 

It ſcorches, flames like pure Zthereal Fire, 

And 't s not Fleſh and B'ood, but Spirits can bear it, 
And thoſe the brighteſt of Angelick Forms. | 

EF. That is thy ſelf, thy only ſelf, thou faireſt ! 
There's not in Heaven ſo bright a Cherubim: 

No Angel there but for thy Love would die : 
'T he 'Thrones are all lefs happy there than I. 

C. EJ. O my beſt Lord! the Queen, the Queen, my 

Ah, what have we committed to undo us. [Love! 
The Pow'rs are angry, and have ſent the Queen, 
The jealous Queen of all our innocent Joys, 

To drive us fiom our Paradiſe cf Love; 
And oh, my Lord ! ſhe will not ere't be long 
Allow us this poor Plat, this Ground to mourn on. 

Ef. Weep not my Soul, my Lore, my infinite All— 
Ah ! what cou'd I expreſs if there were Words 
To tell how much, how tenderly my Thoughts 
Adore thee—Ah! theſe Tears are drops of Blood, 
Thy r Blood, my World, my Heav'n, my Bride— 
I, there's the Start of all my Joys beſide. 1 Fon 
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Bleſs'd that I am, that I can call thee Wife, 
That loves fo well, and is ſo well belov'd. 
C. EJ. Ah! hold my Lord, what ſhall I ſay of you, 
That beſt deſerves a Love ſo well you of ? 
. Again thou weepeſt—By Heav'n 's not a Tear 
But weighs more than the Wealth of Exgiazd"s Crown. 
O thou bright Storer of all Virtues, were there 
But ſo much Goodneſs in thy Sex beſide, 
It were enough to ſave all Womankind, 
And keep em from Damnation—Still thou 
Come let me kiſs thy Eyes, and catch thoſe Pearls, 
Hold thy Cheeks cloſe to mine, that none may fall, 
And ſpare me ſome of thoſe celeſtial Drops. 
Thus as two Turtles driven by a Storm, 
Drooping and weary, ſhelter'd on a Bough, 
Begin to join their melancholy Voices, 
Then thus they bill, and thus renew their Joys, 
With quiv'ring Wings, and cooing Notes repeat 
Their Loves, and thus like us bemoan each other. 
x Enter a Lagy.. . 4 | 
Lady. Madam, the Queen expects you inſtantly. - 
C. V. Ah, what would wiſh to be of Humankind I 
Man in this Life ſcarce finds a Moment's Bliſs, 
But counts a thouſand Pains for one ſhort Pleaſure, 
And when that comes tis ſnatch'd away like ours. 
EH. Go my beſt Hopes, obey the cruel Queen 
I had forgot; thy Love, thy Beauties charm'd me. 
Dearer than Albien to the Sailors Sigh!, 
When many Years barr'd from his native Couatry, 
Looking on thee I gaz'd my Soul away, . . 
And qui e forgot the dangerous Wrecks below—— 
Farewel—Nay then thoul't ſoften me to Fondneſ 
The Queen may change, and we may meet again. 
C. EJS. Farewel. 42 
EF. So have | ſeen a tall rich Ship of dia 
Of mighty Bulk teeming with —— Ore, 
Wich proſperous Gales come failing nigh the ſhore ; 
Her Train of Pendants borne up by the Wind ; 
The gladſome Seas proud of the lovely Weight, 
Now lift her up above the Sky in Height, 


And 
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And then as ſoon the officious Waves divide, 


Hog the gay Thing, and claſp her like a Bride ; 
Win Fiſhes play, 212 
And Triton with their Coral Trumpets ſound ; 
Till on a hidden Rock at laſt ſhe's 
Swift as our Fate, and thus in Pieces torr. 

©: | [Exeunt ſeverally; 


35 


ACT Ul. SCENE I. 
Counteſs of Nottingham, Burleigh. 
Net, OW, famous Cecil, England owes to thee 
More than Rome's State did once to Cicero pay, 
That cruſht the vaſt Deſigns of Carilize. 
But what did he? Quell d but a petty Conſul, 
And ſav'd a Commonwealth ; but thou aſt done more, 
PulPd down a haughtier far than Catiline, 
Thy Nation's ſole Dictator for twelve Years, 
And ſav'd a Queen and Kingdom by thy Wiſdom. 
Burl. But what the Roman Senate then allow d, 
Nay and proud Cicero himſelf to Fulvia, 
Falvia the lovely Saver of her Country, 
Muſt all and more be now aſcrib'd to you, 
To the ſole Wit of beauteous Nottingham ? 
But I will ceaſe and let the Nation praiſe thee, 
—— fix oy Oe as Was ＋ 
great alladium protected [/[um —— 
I came to attend the Queen, where is ſhe gone ? 
Net. She went to her Cloſet, where ſhe's now alone: 
As ſhe paſt by, I ſaw her lovely Eyes 
Clouded in Sorrow, and before ſhe ſpy'd me, 
Sad Murmurs eccho'd from her troubled Breaft, 
And ſtraight ſome Tears follow'd the mournful Sound, 
Which, when ſhe did perceive me, ſhe'd have hid, 
And with a piteous Sigh ſhe ftrove to wipe 
The Drops away, but with her baſfte ſhe left 
Some ſad Remains upon her dewy Checks. 


Burl. 
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To vindicate his Crimes, which bold Southampton 
Decl::*4 to be his Enemies Aſperſions; 
And now is Ehe ſent for to the Court. 

Net. Then I am loft, and my Deſigns unravel'd : 
If _ 2 him, ny undone again 

Bur the Cloſet opens—lſee the Queen 
Tis dan to interrupt her let's retire. 
Not. Be you not ſeen, I'll wait within her Call. 
Enter the Queen alone as from her Cloſet. Exit Burleigh. 
Nuecen. Where am I now ? Why wander I alone? 
What drags my Body forth without a Mind, 
In all things like a Statue, but in Motion ? 
There's ſomething I would ſay, but know not what, 
Nor yet to whom—O wretched State of Princes 
That never can enjoy nor wiſh to have, 
What is but meanly in itſelf a Crime: 
But 'tis a Plague, and reigns thro? all the World. 
Faults done by us are like licentious Laws, 
Ador'd by all the Rabble, and are eaſier 
And ſooner far © 1 4 72 are gr ; 
And Comets are our Failipgg— 
Where haſt thou been? 
I thought, dear Nottingham, I'd been alone. 

Nor. Pardon this bold lutruſion, but my Duty 
Urges me farther——on my Knees I firſt 
Beg Pardon that I am fo bold to afk it ; 
Then, that you would d ſcloſe what tis afflits you; 
Something hangs heavy on your Royal Mind, 
Or elſe I fear you are not well. 

Queen. Riſe, prithee ö 
I am in Health, and thank thee for thy Love, 
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I have reign'd long, and they're grown weary of me; 
New 222 Garlands freſh and lovely; 
My Royal Sun declines towards its Weſt ; 
They're hot, and tir d beneath its Autumn Beams — 
Tell me, what ſays the World of Eher coming? | 
Not. Much do they blame him ſor t, but think him brave. 
nern. What, when the Traitor ſerv'd me thus ! 
ot. Indeed it was not well. 
Daren. Not well, and was that all? 
Not. It was a very bold and heinous Fault. 
Queen. Ay, was it not? and ſuch a baſe Contempt 
As he 88 to die for; leſs than that 
Has coſt a hundred nearer Favourites Heads, 
Since the firſt Saxon King that reign'd in Eng/and; 
And lately in my Royal Father's time, 
Was not brave Buckingham for leſs condemn'd, 
And loſt not Wolſey all his Church Revenues, 
Nay and his Life too, but that he was a Cward, 
And durſt not live to feel the Stroke of Juſtice ? 
Thou know'ft it too, and this moſt vile of Men, 
That brave Nerthumberlind and Heſtmorland, 
For leſſer Crimes than his were both beheaded. 
Not. Mot true—can E then be thought fo guilty, 
And not deſerve to die ? 
DPueen. To die? to rack, 
And as his Treaſons are the worſt of all Mens, 
So I will have him plagu'd above the reſt, 
H.s Limbs cut off, and plac'd to th' higheſt View, 
Not on low Bridges, Gates and Walls of Tons, 
But on vaſt Pinacles that touch the Sky, 
Where all that paſs may in Derifion ſay, 
Lo, there is Her, proud ingrateful Er 
er that brav'd the Juſhice of his Queen 
Is not that well? Why doſt not ſpeak, 
And help the Queen to rail againſt this Man? 
Not. Since you will give me leave, 1 will be plain, 
And tell your Majefty what all the World 
Says of that proud ingrateful Man. 
2x. Do ſo: „ 0 
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Nor. Of you they no worſe than of dead Saints, 
And worſhip you no leſs than as their God, 
Than Peace, than Wealth, or their eternal Hopes ; 
Yet do _ _ wiſh with 12 Tears, 
un pureſt Love, that you'd be pleas d 
| Grievances on Eſer charg d, 
| And not _ the Traitor by your Power, 
But give him up to Juſtice and to Shame. 
For a Revenge of all your Wrongs, and theirs. 
Deen. What, would they then preſcribe me Rules to 
overn ! 
Net. = up & but ns as to Heaven: 
But upon Eſex they un eproaches, 
And — him this bad Character: 
They ſay he is a Perſon (biting his Treaſons) 
That in his nobleſt, beſt Array of Parts, 
He ſcarcely has enough to make him paſs 
For a brave Man, nor yet a Hypocrite; 
And that he wears his Greatneſs and his Honours 
Fooliſh and proud, as Lacquies wear gay Liveries: 
Valiant they will admit he i-, but then 
Like Beaſts precipitately raſh and brutiſh, 
Which is no more commendable in him 
Than in a Bear, a Leopard, or a Wolf. 
He never yet had Courage over Fortune, 
And which to ſhew his natural Pride the 
He roars and ſtaggers, under ſmall Aﬀonts, 
And can no more endure the Pain than He!l. 
Then he's as covetous, and more ambitious 
Than that firſt Fiend that ſow'd the Vice in Heaven, 
And there fore was dethron d and tumbled thence ; 
And ſo they wiſh that L too may fall. 
. Enough, thou'ſt rail d thy ſelf quite out of Breath; 
Til hear no more—Bliſters upon her Tongue. [ Aide. 
'Tis baſeneſs tho' in thee but to 
What the rade World — 8 Kan ſaid ; 
Nor dare the vileſt of the Rabble think, 
Much leſs profanely ſpeak ſuch horrid Treaſons ——- 
Yet tis not what they ſay, but what you'd have em. 
* Net. Did not your Majeſty command me to ſpeak ? 
Dueen, 


The Earl of Eſſex. 
Queen. I did, but then | ſaw thee on a ſudden, 
Settle thy Senſes all in eager Poſtures, 
Thy Lips, thy Speech, and Hands were all prepar'd, 


A joyful Red painted thy envious Cheeks, 
Malicious Flames flaſht in a Moment from 
Thy Eyes like Lightning from thy o'er-charg'd Soul, 
And fir d thy Breaſt, which like 3 hard ramm'd Piece, 
Diſcharg'd unmannerly upon my Face. 
Not. Pardon bright Queen, moſt Royal and belov'd, 
The manner of expreſſing of my Duty; 
But you your ſelf b and taught me firſt. 
2s. I am his Queen, and therefore may have leave; 
May not my ſelf have Privilege to mould 
The Thing I made, and uſe it as I pleaſe ? 
Beſides, he has committed monſtrous Crimes 
Againſt my Perſon, and has urg'd me far 
Beyond the Power of mortal Suffering. 
Ms: he has wrong'd, but thee he never wrong'd, 
What has poor Ejex done to thee ? Thou hait 
Na Crown that he cou'd hope to gain. 
No Laws to break, no Subjects to moleſt, 
Nor Throne tiat he cou'd be ambitious of. 
What Pleaſure could'ſt thou take to ſee 
A drowning Man knock'd on the Head, and yet 
Not with to ſave the miſerable Wretch ! 
Net. I was to blame. 
Queen. No more — 
Thau ſeeſt the Queen, the World, and Deſtiny 
It ſelf againſt thi: one bad Man, and him 
Thou cant not pity nor excule. 
Net. Madam 
Queen. Be gone, I do forgive thee ; and bid R 
{Exit Nottingham. 
Come to me ſtreight ; ha ! what have I diſclos d? 
What have I chi my Woman for a fault 
Wuich I wrung from her, and commitred firſt ? 
Why ſtands my jealous and tormented Soul 
A Spy to liſten and divulge the Treaſons 
Spoke againſt Efex? O you mighty Powers! 
Protectors of the Fame 3 England's Queen, 
2 


Let 
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Let me not know it for a Thouſand Worlds, 
"Tis dangerous— but yet it will diſcover, 
And I feel ſomething whiſpering to my Reaſon. 
That ſays it is —O blotted be the Name 
For ever from my Thoughts. If it be ſo, 
And I am ſtung with the Almighty's Dart, 
Flt die, but I will tear thee from my Heart, 
Shake off this hideous Vapour from my Soul, 
This haughty Earl, the Prince of my Controul ; 
Baniſh this Traitor to his Queen's , 
And blaſt him with the Malice of his Foes ; 
Were there no other way hi- Guilt to prove, 
"Tis Treaſon to infect the Throne with Love. 
Enter the Counteſs of Eſſex. 
How now, my Rulind ; I did ſend for u 
I have obſerv'd you have been fad of late. 
Why u eareſt thou black ſo long? and why that Cloud, 
That mourning Cloud about thy lovely Eyes ? 
Come, I will find a noble Huſband for thee. 
C. Ef. Ah! mighty Princeſs, moſt ador'd of Queens ! 
Your 154 — ought to bluſh when it 
Deſcends to care for ſuch a Wretch as I am, 
Yuen. Why ſay ſt thou ſo? I love thee well, indeed 
I do, and thou ſhalt find by this tis Truth 
Injuricus NMetting ham and I had ſome 
Liſpute, and 'wwas about my Lord of K* 
C. EZ. Ha! Afede . 
22. een, So much that ſhe diſpleas'd me ſtrangely, 
Add I did fend her rem my Sight in Anger. 
C O that dear Name o'th' ſudden how it ftarts 
me! 
Make every Vein within me leave ite Channel, 
Jo run and to protect my feeble Rewrt ;; 
Ard now my Blocd as ſoon 1etreat+ again 
Fo cruud with Bluſhes full my guilty Cheeks —— 
Alas I fear. [Afiae. 
Queen. Thou bluſheſt at my Story! 
C. E. Not I, my gracious Miſtreſ-, but my Eyes 
Anc Cheeks, fir'd and amaz d with Joy turn'd fed 
Ax ſuch a Grace as you was pleas d to ſhew me. 


Dueen. 
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Queen. I'll tell thee then, and aſk thee thy Advice; 
There is no doubt, dear Rutland, but thou hear'ſt 
The 11 that my * 7 vent 
Agairft the moſt unhappy Earl of Ex, 

The Treaſons that they would impeach him of; 
And which is worſe, this day he is arriv'd 
Againſt my ſtrict Commands, and left Affairs 
In Treland, deſperate, beedleſs and undone. 

C. E. Might I preſume to tell my humble Mind, 
Such clamours very often are deſign d 
More by the Peoples Hate than any Crimes 
In thoſe they would accuſe. 

2ueen. Thou ſpeak't my Senſe : 

But oh, dear Rutland!“ he has been to blame 
Lend me thy Breaſt to lean upon — 0 tis 

A heavy Yoke they wou'd impoſe on me 

Their Queen ; and I am weary of the Load, 
And want a Friend like thee to lull my Sorrows: 

C. E. Behold, theſe Tears ſprung from fierce Pain and 
To fee your wondrous Grief, your wond'rous Pity. [ Joy, 
O that kind Heav'n wou'd but inftrut my Thoughts, 
And teach my Tongue ſuch ſoftening, healing Words, 
* it might charm your Soul, cure your Breaſt 

or ever. 


Der. Thou art my better Angel then, 
And ſent to give me everlaſting Quiet 
a 


Say, Is't not pity that ſo brave 
And one that once was reckon'd as a God, 
That he ſhould be the Author of ſuch Treafons ? 
That he that was like Cæſar, and ſo great. 
Has had the Power to make and unmake Kings, 
Shou'd ſtoop to gain a petty Throne from me? 
C. EF. I can't believe tis in his Soul to think, 
Much leſs to act a Treaſon Ws 


With fo much gence, ſo rare, ſo ſweet, 
That nothing but the Subject cou'd deſerve. 
2ueen. Haſt thou then heard him talk of me? 
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And of fo much Excellence, as if 
He meant to make a rare Encomium on 
The World, the Stars, or what is brighter, Heav'n. 
She is, ſaid he, the Goddefs of her Sex, 
So far beyond all Womankind beſide, 
'T hat what in them is moſt ador'd and lo d, 
Their Beauties, Parts, ard other Ornaments, 
Are but in her the Foils to greater Luſire; 
And all PerfeQtions elſe, how rare ſoever, 
Are in her Perſon but as leſſer Gleams, 
And infinite Beams that uſher ſtill the Sun, 
But ſcarce are viſible amidſt her other Brightneſs. 
And then ſhe is ſo good, it might be faid, 
That whillt ſhe lives, a Goddel» reigns in England ; 
For all her Laws are regiſter'd in Heaven, 
And copy d thence by her—But then he cry d, 
With a deep Sigh ferch'd from his loyal Heart, 
Well may t © World deu ail that t me at laſt, 
When ſo much Goodnefs ſhall on Earth be mortal, 
And wretched Exgland break its ftubborn Heart. 
Queen. Dd he ſay all this? 
C. EF. All thi- ! nay more, 
A thoutand times as much; I never ſaw him 
But his Diſcourſe was ſtill in praiſe of You. 
Nothing but Rapture fell from Fe Tongue ; 
And all was ſtill the fame, and ail was You. 
Auen. Such Words ſpoke Loyalty enough. 
C. ES. Then does 
Your Majefty belic ve that he can be 
A Traitor? 
Drern. No, yet he has broke the Laws, 
And I for Shame no longer can protect him; 
Nay, durſt not ſee him. 
C Ef. What not fee him, fay you? 
By that b ig ht Star of Mercy in your Soul, 
And liſtening thro” Eyes, let me intreat ; 
'Tis gocd, tis Goalie, and l'ke Fg, Queen 
Lke ogly her to pity the d ſtreſs d 
Will you not grant that he ſhall fee you once ? 
Deen. What he 
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That did defy my abſolute Commands, 
And brings himſelf audaciouſly before me ! 
C. E. Impute it not to that, but to his Danger, 
That hearing what Proceedings here had paſt 
Againſt his Credit and his Life, he comes 
Loyal, tho' unadviſed, to clear himſelf. 
Auen. Well, I will ſee him then, and fee him ftrait— 
Indeed, my Rut and, I would fain believe, 
That he is honeſt till, as he is brave. 
C. EF. O nouriſh that moſt kind Belief, tis ſprung 
Pa Ft of your Royal Soul Honeſt ! 
By your bright Majeſty, he is faithful till, 
1 he pure and Virgin Light is leſs untainted ! 
The glorious Body of the Sun breeds Gnats, 
Inſects that mol eſt its curious Beams; 
The Moon has ſpots upon her Chryſtal Face, 
But in his Soul are none — And for his Valour, 
The Chriſtian World records its wondrous Story. 
Baſeneſs can never mingle with ſuch Courage, 
Remember what a S:ourge he was to Rebels, 
And made your Majeſty adur'd in Spain, 
More than their King, that brib'd you with his Laier, 
And made himſelf fo creadtul to their Fears: 
His very Name put Armies tothe Rout , 
It was enough to ſay, Here's Ex come; 
And Nurſes till'd their Children with the Fright. 
Queen, Ha! ſhe's concern'd, tranſported ! 
Ill try thee farther—Then he has a Perſon! [ 44. 
C. E Ay, in his Perſon, there you ſum up all. 
Ah ! loveheſt » did you cer fee the like! 
The Limbs of Mars, and awful ſroai of Fowe, 
With ſuch an Harmony of Parts as ut 
To bluiſh the Beauties of his Daughter Fenus, 
A Pattern for the Gods to make a perfect Man by, 
And Mictael in elo to fr:me a Statue 
To be ador's thro' all che wondering World. 
Quan. I can endure co more—Hold, Rutland, 
Thy Eyes are moiſt, thy Senſes in a hurry, 
Thy Words come crouding one upon anocher. 
Is ut real Paſſion, or extorced ? 


43 


44 The Unhappy Favourite ; or, 


Is it for Ehe ſake, or for thy Queen's, 

That makes this furious Tranſport in thy Mind ? 
She loves him——ay, tis fo— What have I done? 
Conjur'd another Storm to rack my Reſt? 

Thus is my mind with Quiet never bleſt, 

But, like a loaded Bark, finds no Repoſe 

When 'tis becalm'd, or when the Weather blows. 

Enter Burleigh, Counte/s of Nottingham, Raleigh, 

| Lords, Attendan's and Guards. 

Burl. May't pleaſe your Majeſty, the Earl of Efe 
Return'd by your Command, entreats to kneel 
Before you. 

Juen. Now hold my treacherous Heart, 
Guard well the Breach that this proud Man has made 
Rutland, we muſt defer this Subject till 
Some other Time Come hither Nottingham. [| Afede. 
Enter the Earl: of Effex and Southampton attended, 
E/ex. Behold your hex kneel to clear himſelf 


# 


Before his and now receive his Doom. 
Queen. I muſt divert my Fears, I fee he takes the 


Way 

To bend the ſturdy temper of my Heart. 
Well, My Lord, I fee you can 
Withſtand mige Anger, as you lately boaſted 
You did your Enemies—Were they ſuch Foes 
As bravely did refift, or elſe the ſame 
You parly'd with? It was a mighty Courage. 

Eher. Well, well, you cruel Fates! well have you 
The Way to ſhock the Baſis of a Temper (found 
That all your Malice elſe cou'd ne'er invent, 
And you, my Queen, to break your Scldier's Heart. 
Thunder and Earthquakes, Prodigies on Land 
I've borne, devouring Tempeſts on the Seas, 
And all the horrid Strokes beſide, ; 
That Nature e er invented; yet to me 
Vour Scorn is ö take this Traitor, 
Since you will have me fo; throw me to Dungeons, 
Laſh — with Iron Rods faſt bound in Chains, 
And like a Fiend in Darkneſs let me roar; 
It is the nobler Juſtice of the two. 


[ Afede. 


— 
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weew. I ſee you want no cunning Skill to talk, 


And daub with Words a Guilt you wou'd evade 
Buc yet, my Lord, if you would have us think 
Your Virtue's wrong'd, waſh off the Stain you carry, 
And clear your ſelf of parlying with the Rebels 
Grant Heav'n he does — that, and I am happy. 4fae. 
Der. My parlying with the Enemy 
ueen, Ves, your ſecret treating with Tyrone, I mean, 
And making Articles with England s Rebels. 
Efex. Is chat alledg'd againft me for a Fault, 
Put in your Royal Breaſt by ſome that are 
My falſe Accuſers for a Crime? Juſt Heaven! 
How eaſy is it to make a Great Man fall? 
"Tis wiſe, tis Turtiſb Policy in Courts. 
For treating ! 
Am I not yet your General, and was 
] not ſo there by virtue of this Staff? 
I thought your M. jeſty had given me Poser, 
And my Commiſſion uad been abſolute, 
To treat, to fight, g've Pardons, or diiband : 
So much and vaſt was my Authority, 
That you we.e pleaſed to {ay in Mirth to other 
I was the firit of Exg/i Kings that reign'd 
In Ir. lond. 
2.em. Oh! how ſoon would T believe, 
How williagly approve of ſuch Excules ? 
His Anſwers, which to all the C. odd are weak— (Alice. 
"That large Commiſſion had in it no Power, 
That gave you leave to treat with Rebels, 
Such as Tyrone, and wanted not Auth rity 
To fight 'em on the leaſt Advantage. 
Eſex. 'The Reafrn why 
J led not forih the Army to the North,. 
Aod fouy ht not with Tr. xe, was that my Men 
Were h If conſum'd wuh Fluxes and Diſeaſes, 
And thoſe that liv'd, ſo weakned and unfit, 
That they could ſcarce defend them from the Vultures 
That took them for the Carrion of an Army. 
Juen Oh, I can hold no longer, he Il not hide his 
I fear he will undo himſelf and me—— (guilt, . — 
ame 
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Name that no more for ſhame of thee the Cauſe, 
Nor hide thy Guile by broaching of a worſe. 
Fain I wou'd tell, but whiſper it in my Ear, 
That none beſdes may hear, nay not my ſelf, 
How vicious thou haſt been Say, was not Eſſex, 
The Plague that firſt infected my poor Soldiers, 
And kilf'd 'em with Diſeaſes ? Was't not he 
That lozer'd all the Year without one Action, 
Whilſt all the Rebels in the North bold, 
And rally'd daily to the Queen's Di ? 
Mean while thou ſtood'ſt and ſaw the Army rot 
In fenny and unwholeſom Camps thou haſt 
No doubt a juſt Excuſe for coming too, 
In ſpite of all the Letters that I ſent 
With my Commands to hinder thee—Be filent—— 
If thou mak'it more ſuch impudent Excuſe, 
Thou'lt raiſe an Anger will be fatal to thee. 

Eher. Not ſpeak ! mult I be tortur'd on the Rack, 
And net be ſufter'd to diſcharge a Groan ? 
Speak, yes I will, were there a thouſand Deaths 
Stood ready to devour me: tis too plain 
My Life's conipir'd, my Glories all betray'd : 
That Vultur Cecil there, with hungry Noſtrils 
Waits for my Blood, and Raleigh for my Charge, 
LikeB res of Prey that ſeek ou: fighting Fieles, 
And kcow when Battle's near: Nay, and my Queen 
Has pait her Vote I fear, to my Deſtruction, : 

2ucer, Oh! I'm undone ! how he deſtroys my Pity ! 
Cou'd I bear this from any other Man? 
He pulls and tears the Fury from my Heart 
Wich greater Grief and Pain, than a fork'd Arrow 
I drawn from forth the Boſom where twas lodg d. 

[ Hide. 

Mild words are all in vain and loſt upon him—— . 
Proud and ungrateful Wretch, how durſt thou ſay it? 
Know, Moaſter, that thou haſt ro Friend but me, 
And I have no Pretence for it but one, 
And that's in contradiction to the World, 
That curſes and abhors thee for thy Crime:. 
C.ir me no more with Anger for thy Life, 


Take 


| wr 7 thee * this Moment 
All that is paſt, this * 
K aT i did ener- 


Give thee that Life thou id confpire againſt— 

But for your Office 
Efex. I throw them at your Feet. [ Lays bis General's 
Staff down. 


Now baniſh him that planted Strength about you, 
Cover'd this Iſland with my ſpreading Laurels, 
W hilſt your ſafe Subjects flept beneath their Shade. 
Give 'em to Courtiers, Sycophants and Cowards, 
That fell the Land for Pence and Childrens Portions, 
Whilſt I retreat to Mic in ſome Deſart, 
Sleep in a Den, and herd with valiant Brutes, 
And ſerve the King of Beafts. There's more Reward, 
More Jaſtice there than in all Chriſtian Courts: 
The Lyon ſpar'd the Man that freed him from 
The Toil, but Erg/and's Queen abhors her ES. 
South. My Lord. — 
C. E Ah, what will be the Event of this! [¶ Ace. 
DPucen. Audacious Traitor! 
Her. Ha! 
Seuth. My Lord, my Lord, recal your Temper. 
E, You ſaid that I was bold, but now who blames 
My Rage ? Had I been rough as Storms and Tempeſts, 
Raſh as Cethegus, mad as ar was, 
Yet this has ramm'd more Powder in my Breaft, 
And blown a Magazine of Fury u 
A Traitor! Yes, for ferving you fo well: 
For making England like the Roman Empire 
In you A4uzuſtus” time ; renown'd in Peace 
At home, and War abroad; enriching you 
With Spoils both of the wealthy Sea and Land, 
More than your Thames does bring you in an Age, 
And ſetting up your Fame to ſuch an Height, 
That it appears the Column of the World; 
For tumbling down the proud rebellious Earls, 
Northumberland and Wi/tmor/and, which caus'd 


Th 
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The cutting both their Heads off with an Ar, 
That ſav'd the Crown on yours—This Ex did, 
And I'll remove the Traitor from your fight. 
Queen Stay Sir ; take your Reward along with you. 
[Offers to go, the Yuen c mes up to him, and gives him 
a Box on the Ear. 
Er. Ha! Furies, Death and Hell ! a Blow 
Has Ej+x had a Blow !--Hold, ſtop my Arm 
[ Lays hold of his Sword, 
Some God—Who is't has given it me:? the Queen! 
South. What do you mean, my Lord ? 
veen. Unhand the Villain 
Du; ſt the vile Slave attempt to murder me? 

EJ. No, you're my Queen, that charms me; but by all 
The Subtlety, and Woman in your Sex 
I (wear, that had you been a Man youdurſt not! 

Nay your bold Father Harry durſt not this 

Have done—Why ſay I him? not all the Harries, 
Not Alexander's felf were he alive, 

Shou'd boaſt of ſuch a Deed on Eſer done 
Without Revenge. 

Queen. Rail on, deſpair and curſe thy fooliſh Breath, 
I'll leave thee like thy Hopes at th' Hour of Death, 
Like the firſt Slayer, wandring with a Mark, 
Shunning the Light, and Wiſhing for the Dark 
In Torments worie than Hell, when thou ſhalt ſee 
Thou halt by this curs'd Chance loſt Heav'n and me. 


Exeunt Queen, Cc. manet Eſſex and Southam b 
— What hav — 
Carria 


e you done, my Lord! Vour haughty 


Has ruin'd Te teins Bad. 

Foilow the and humbly on your Knees 

Im her Mercy and confeſs your Fault. 

J Ha! and tell her that I'll take a Blow ! 

Thou woud ſt not wiſh thy Friend were ſuch a Slave 

By Heav'n my © heeks have ſet on fire my Soul, 

And the Diſgrace ſticks cluſer to my Heart, 

Than did the Son of old Autipazer, 

Which coſt the Life of his proud Maſter—Stand off, 

Beware you lay not Hands upon my Ruin; : = 
have 
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I have a Load would fink a Legion that 
Should offer but to ſave me. 

Seuth. My Lord, let us retire, 
And ſhan this barbarous Place. 

ES. Ay, There thou ſay'ſt it 
Abhor all Courts, if thou art brave and wiſe, 
For then thou never ſhalt be ſure to riſe ; 
Think not by doing well a Fame to get, 
Bat be a Villaia and thou ſhalt be great. 
Here Virtue ſtands by t ſelf, or not at all: 
Fools have Foundations, only brave Men fall ; 
But if ill Fate, and thy own Merits bring 
Thee once to be a Favourite to a King, 
It is a Curſe that follows Loyalty, 
Curſt in thy Merits, more in thy Degree; 
In all the Sport of Chance its chiefeſt Aim, 
Mankind's the Hunt, a Favourite's the Game, 


[ Excnnt, 


NLD DN 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Counteſs cf Nottingham, Raleigh. 


C. Net, Ol R did you ever ſee ſo ſtrange a Scene 
As Ee Boldneſs ? Nay, and which is more 
To be admir'd, the Queen's prodigious Patience ! 

Ral. So ſtrange, that nought but ſuch a Miracle 
Had ſaved him from Death upon the Place. 

C. Net. She's of a Nature wond'rous in her Sex, 
Not haſty to admire the Beauties, Wiſdom, 
Valour and Parts in others, tho' extreme; 
Becauſe there's ſo much Excellence in herſelf, 
And thinks that all Mankind ſhould be fo too: 
But when once entertain'd none cheriſhes, 
Exalts and favours Virtue more than ſhe ; 

Slow to be mov'd, and in her rage diſcreet—— 
But then the Earl's like 4 ungovern'd Steed, 


That 
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That has yet ail the Shapes and other Bes uties 
That are commendable, or fought in one : 
His Soul wich ſullen Beams ſhines is itſelf, 
More jealous of Mens Eyes than is the Sun, 
That will not ſuffer to be look'd into; 
And there's a Mine of Sulphur in his Breaft, 
Which, when tis touch'd or heated, ſtrait takes fire, 
And tears and blows up all its Virtues with it. 
Ral. Ambitions Minds feed daily upon Paſſion, 
And ne er can be at reſt within themſelves, 
Becauſe they never meet with Slaves enough 
To tread upon, Mechanicks to adore em, 
And Lords and Stateſmen to have Cringes from; 
Like ſome of thoſe + Seas that I have been on, 
Whoſe Tides are always violent and rough, 
Where Winds are ſeldom blowing to moleſt em. 
Sh” had done a nobler Juſtice, if inſtead of 
The Schoolboy's Puniſhmer t, a Blow, 
Sh' had ſnatch'd a Halberd from her neareſt Guard, 
And thruft it to his Heart; for leſs than that 
Did the bold Macedonian Monarch kill 
Chtus his Fiiend, and braver Soldier far. 
C. Not. But worſe had been th*Event of ſuch a Deed 
For if the afflicted King was hardly brought 
From Chytus Body, ſhe'd have dy'd o'er his. 
But how proceed the bold rebellious Lords 
In Ehr Houle ? 
Ral. Still they encreaſe in Number. 
The has lent four of her chiefeſt Lords, 
And fince I hear the Guards are - 'Tisfad, 
For his Excuſe, that Blunt, that Fiend of Hell, 
And Brand of all his Maſter's wicked Counſels, 
Has ſpread abroad this moſt abhorr'd of Lyes, 
That I and the Lord Gray ſhould join to murder him. 
C. Not. Already then he's hunted to the Toil, 
Where let him roar, and laſh himſelf with Fury, 
But never, never ſhall get out with ſtruggling. 
O ! it o'erjoy'd th' Aﬀront within my Soul, 
To ſee the Man by all the World ador d, 
That like a Comet ſhin'd above, and rul'd below, 


To 
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To ſee him on a ſudden from our Eyes | 

Drop like a Star, and vaniſh in the Ground ; 

To fee him how he bit the curſed Torture 

4 That durſt no farther venture than his Lip», 

When he paſs'd by the Guards, to hear no Noiſe. 5 

No room for mighty Eſer was proclaim d; | 

No Caps, no Knees, nor Welcomes to ſalute him: 

Then how he chaf'd, and ſtarted like a Deer 

Wich the fierce Dart faſt ſticking in his fide, 

And finds his ſpeedy Death where'er he rans ! 
Ral. Beho'd the Queen and the whole Court appear. N 
Emer the Qeen, Burleigh, Counte/s of Nottingham, ; 

Lords, Atten ants and Guards. 
Queen. Are the Rebellious Earls then —_— ? 
Bur. They are, Thanks to the Almighty Powers, 

And th: eternal Fortune of your Majeſty. 

Aueen. And how did you proceed with my Commands 

And how did the Rebels act! 

Burl. Moſt audacioufly. 

The four Lords, chiefeſt of your private Council, 

Sen: thi her by your Majeity's Commiſhon, 

Came to the Rebels Houſe, but found the Gates 

Guarded and ſhut againſt them; yet at laſt 

Telling hey brought a Meſſage from the Queen, 

They were admitted, all befi/e-, but him 

That bor: the Seal before the Chancellor, 

Deny'd : Eniring, they ſaw the outward Court 

F.ll'd with a number of promiſcuous Perſons, 

The chief of which bold Trai:ors in the midſt 

Stood the two Ears of Ee and Southum; ton; 

Of whom your faithful Meſſengers with loud 

And loyal Voices did demand the Cauſe 

Of their unjuſt Aſſembly, telling them 

All real Grievances ſhould be redreſs'd ; 

But ftraizhe their Words were choak'd with louder Cries, 

And by the Eari's Command with Infolence 

The P:ople drove em to a ſtrong Apartment 

898 the Houſe, ſetting a Guard 

Of Muſkets at the Door, and threatning them 

That they ſhould there be kept cloſe Priioners a 
E 2 TI 
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Till the next Morning that the Ear] return'd 
From viliting his Friends the Citizens, 

Queen, O horrid Inſolence ! attempt my Councir! 
My neareſt Friends | Meli. E/er, well, 

I thank thee for the cure of my Diſeale ; 1 
Thou gceit the readieſt way to give me eaſe. (ide. 
To the Cr'y tay'ſt! What did ke in the City? 

Burl. There, as I learn from many that confeſs d, 
He was inform'd the Citizens weu'd rife ; 

Which to prom-te, he went diſgu:s'd like ore 
Whom evil Fortune had bereav'd of Senſe, 

And almoſt ſee m d as pitiful a Wretch 

As Harpagar, that fled ail o'er difmember'd 

To fond Ayaget, to gain the I rult 

Of all his Med:an A my to bet ay it. 

His Head was bare, the Heat and Duſt had made 
His manly Face compaſſionate to behold, which he 
So well did uſe, that ſometimes with a Voice 

'That uſher'd Tears both from himſelf and them, 
And ſometimes with a popular Rage, he ran 

Vith fury thro' the Streets. To thoſe that ſtood 
Far off he bended, and made taking Signs; 

To thoſe about him rais'd his Voice aloud, 

And humbly did beſeech em for a Guard; 

Told 'em he was attempted to be murder d 

By ſome the Chief oi the Court, then counted ail his 

Wounds, 

Unſtripp'd his Breaſt, ard ſhew'd his naked Scars. 
Telling them u hat great Wonders he had done, 

And would do more to ſerve them and their Children, 
Fe: ging ſtill louder to the ſtinking Rabble, 

And ſu eated too fo many eager Drops, as if 

He had been pleading for Roe's Conſulſhip. 

Queen Ho came he to be taken? 

Eurl. After he had vs'd | 
Such ſu btiie Means to gain your Subjects Hearts 
(Your Ci-izers that ever were moſt faichful, 

And too we'l grounded in their Loy alties 

To be ſeduc'd from ſuch a Queen) ard finding 

That none began to arm in his behalf, 1 
car 
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Fear and Confuſion of his horrid Guilt 

Poſſeſt him, and deſpairing of Succeſs, 

Attempted ſtraight to walk thro* Ladgate home: 

But being reſiſted by ſome Companies 

Of the Train'd-bands that ſtood in their defence, 

He ſoon retreated by the neareſt Stairs, 

And ſo came back by Water at the time 

When your moſt valiant Soldiers with their Leader 
Enter'd his Houſe, and took Sonthampton and the reft, 
The affrighted Earl, defenceleſs both in Mind 

And Body, without the Power to help himſelf 

And being full of Horror in his thoughts, 

Was forc'd to run for Shelter in the Room 

Of a ſmall Summer-houſe upon the Thames, 

Which when the Soldiers came to ſearch, and found him, 
Who then had Eyes, and did not melt for pity ? 

To ſee the high, the gallant Ee there, 

Trembling aad panting like the frighted Quarry, 
Whom the fie. ce Hawk had in his eager Eye? 

Queen. Ha! by my Stars, | think the mournful Tale 
Has almoſt made thee weep—Can Fer Miſeries 
Then force Compaſſion from thy flinty Breaſt ? 

He weeps, the Crocodile weeps o'er his Prey ! 
How wretched and how low then art thou fa''n, 
That ev'n thy barbarous Hunters can negle a n 
Their Raye, and turn their cruel Sport to Pity ! > Afide. 
Wh.t then muſt be my Lot? How n any Sigh, 
How many Grief*, Repentances aud Horrors 
Mutt I eternally endure tor th:s ? 
Where is the Earl ? 
Barl. Under ſufficient Guard, 
In order to his ſending to the / ower. 
Lucen. Ha, in the Tower How durſt thou ſend him 
there | 
Without my Order? 

Burl. The Earls are yet without 
In the Lieutenant's Caſtody, who waits 
But to receive your M. jeſlys Command 
To carry 'em thither. 


E 3 Quien 


| 
. 
q 
| 


54 The Unhappy Favourite; or, 


2:cen. What ſhall I do now? 
Wake me thou watchful Genius of thy Queen, 
Rouſe me, and arm me againſt my Foe ; 
Pity's my Enemy and Love's my Foe, 
And both have equally conſpir d with Eſex. 
Ha ! ſhal [ then refuſe to puniſh him 
Condemn the Slave that diſobey'd my Orders, 
That brav'd me to my Face, and did attempt 
To murder me, then went about to gain 
My Subjects Hearts, and ſeize my Crown? 
Now by my thouſand Wrongs he dies, dies quickly, 
And I could tib his Heart, if I but thought 
The Traytor in it to corrupt it Aft. Away, 
And ſend him to the T:. with ſpeed Vet hold. 
C. Nt. The Queen's diſtracted how to ſave the 
Earl 
Her Study puts my Hatred on the R. ck. 
Queer. Who is it thou wou'dſt kill with fo much 
haſte ? 
Is it not E; him thou didſt create, 
And crown'd his Morning with full Rays of Honours ; 
Vhilſt he returned em with whole ſprings of Lau- 
rels, 
Fought tor thy Fame a hundred times in Blood, 
And ventur'd twice as many Lives for thee ; 
And ſhall I then for one raſh act of his 
Of which I was the cruel Cauie, condemn him? [AA e. 
C. Net. Here Ra; e ebbs out, and Pity flows apace. 
Lucen. Do what you will, my Stars; do as von 
leaſe 
Jeſt Heav'n, and cenſure England's Queen for it; 
Yet E/ex I muit ſce, and then whoe'er thou art, 
Wren J am dead, ſhall call this tender Fault, 
This only Action of my Life in queſtion. 
Thou canſt at worſt but ſay, that it was Love, 
Love that does never ceaſe to be obey'd, 
Love that has all my Power and Strength betray'd, 
Love that {ways wholly like the Cauſe of thing: ; [Aids. 


K'rgs 
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Kings may rule Subjects, but Love reigns o'er Kings, 
Sets bounds to Heav'n's high Wrath when tis ſevere, 
And is the greateſt Bliſs and Virtue there [ Aide, 
Carry Soatlampten to the Tower ſtrait, 
But Eher I will ſee before he goes 
Now help me Art, check every Pulſe within me, 
And let me feign a Courage tho' I've none— ( {/ge. 
Enter Eſſex with Guards. 
Behold he comes with ſuch a Pomp of Miſery ; 
Greatneſs in all he ſhews, and nothing makes 
Him leſs, but turns to be Majeftick in him. [ Hae, 
All that are preſent, for a while, withdraw, 
And leave the Priſoner here with me unguarded. 
[ Exeunt, manet Queen and Eſſex. 
ES. Thus tho' I am condemn'd and hated by you, 
A Traytor by your Royal Will proclaim'd ; 
Eſſex 4zeels. 
Thus do I bleſs my Queen, and all thoſe Powers 
That have inſpir'd her with ſuch tender Mercy, 
As once to hear her dying E/ex ſpeak, 
And now receive his Sentence from your Lips, 
Which, let it be my Life or Death, they're both 
Alike to me, from you, my Royal Miſtreſs. 
And thus I will receive my Doom, and wiſh 
My Knees might ever, til my dying Minute, 
Cleave to the Earth, as now they do, in token of 
The choiceſt, humbleſt begging of the Bleſſing. 
2ucen. Pray riſe, my Lord. you ſee that I dare venture 
To leave myſeif without a Guard between us. 
EN. Faireſt that e'er was England's Queen, you 
need not 
The time has been that E/zx has been thought 
A Guard, and being near you, has been more 
Than Crowds of mercenary Slaves; | 
And is he not ſo now ? O think me rather, 
Think me a Tray tor, if I can be ſo 
Without a Thought againſt your precious Life ; 
But wrong me not with that: For by your ſelf, 
By your bright ſelf that rules o'er all my — 
| wear 
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I ſwear | wou'd not touch that Life, to be 
As great as you, co g__ Prince on Earth ; 
Light'ning ſt0u'd blaſt me firſt, 
Ere I wou'd touch the Perſon of my Queen, 
Leſs gentle than the Breeze. 
veer. O y'are become a wond'rous Penitent ! 
My Lord, the time has been you were not ſo ; 
Then you were naughty, and becauſe you urg'd me, 
Urg'd me beyond the Suffering of a Saint, 
To ſtrike you, wich a King wou'd have obey'd ; 
Then ſtrait your Malice led you to the City, 
Tempring my loyal Subjects to rebel, 
Laying a Plot how to ſurprize the Court, 
Then feize my Perſon with my chiefeft Council, 
To murder them, and I to beg your Mercy. 
This, this the wond'rous faithful E/ex did, 
Thou whom I rais'd from the vile Duſt of Man, 
And plac'd thee as a Jewel in my Crown, 
And bought thee dearly for my Favour, at the rate 
Of all my People's Grievances and Curſes ; 
Yet thou d:dit this, ungrateful Monſter, this, 
And all, for which as furely thou ſhalt die, 
De like the fouleſt and the v orſt Ingrate ; 
But Fetters now have humbled you, | ſee. 

Eſex. O hear me ſpeak, moſt injur'd Maj: ty ! 
Brighteſt of Queens. Goddeſs of Mercy too 
O, think not that the F-ar of Death or Priſons 
Can e'er diſturb a Heart like mine, or make it 
More guilty, or more ſenſible of Guilt. 
All that y'are pleas'd to lay, I now confeſs, 
Confels my Miſery, my Crime, my Shame; 
Yet neither Death nor Hell ſhou'd make me own it, 
But true Remorſe and Duty to your (elf, 
And Love—l dare ſtand Candidate with Heav'n, 
Who loves you moſt and pureſt. 

Queen. How he awakes me, 
And all my Faculties begin to liſten, 
Steal to my Eyes, and tread foft Paces to 
My Ears, as loath to be diſcover'd, yet Aide. 
As loath to loſe the charming Syren's Sot g. 


Help me a little now my cautious Angel. I muſt 


The Earl of Eſſex. 57 


I maſt confeſs I formerly believ'd ſo, 
And [ acknowledy'd it by my Rewards. 
EFT. You have, but oh, what has my Raſhneſs done, 
And what has not my Guilt condemn'd me to ! 
Seated I was in Heav'n, where once that Angel, 
That haugh:y Spirit reign'd that tempted me, 
But now thrown down, fie him, to worſe than Hell. 
Juen. Ay, think on that, and like that Fiend roar ſtill 
In Torment, when thou may'ſ have been moſt happy 
There I out-did my Strength, and feel my Rage 
Recoil upon me like a fooliſh Chi'd, 
Who firing of a Gun as much as he can lift, 


Is blaſted with the fury of the Blow. Afide. 
EH. Moſt bleſt of Queens! her Doom, her very Anger's 
And I will ſuffer it moſt willingly (kind, 


As your loud Wrongs inſtru you to inflict; 

I know my Death is nigh, my Enemies 

Stand like a Guard of Furies, ready by you, 

To intercept each Sigh, kind Wiſh or Pity, 

Ere it can reach to Heav'n in my Defence, 

And daſh * with a Cloud of Accuſations. N 

nen. Ha ! I begin to dread the Danger nigh, 

Like an unſkilful 2 that has — 1 

Beyond his Depth, I am caught and almoſt drown'd 

In Pity— What! And no one near to help me! [ 4/zde. 

E. My Father once too truly ſcill'd in Face, 

In my firſt blooming Age to rip'ning Glory, 

Bid me beware my Six and Thirtieth Year, 

That Year, faid he, will fatal to thee prove, 

Something like Death, or worſethan Death will ſcize thee, 

Too well I find chat cruel Time's at Hand, 

For what can e'er more fatal to me prove 

Than my loſt Fame, and lofing of my Queen ? 

Queen. "Tis fo, tis true, nor is it in my Power, 

To help him—Ha ! Why is it not? What hinders ? 

Who dares, or thinks to contradict my Will? 

Is it my Subjects or my Virtue ftavs me? 

No, Virtue*s patient and abhors Revenge, 

Nay, ſometimes weeps at Juſtice 'Tis not Love. 

Ah call it any thing but that; ti, Mercy, [ Afeae. 
Mercy 


88 The Unhappy Favonrite; er, 
Mercy that pities Foes when in Diſtreſs, 
Mercy the Heav'ns Delight 
My Lord, I fear your hot-ſpur Violence 
Has brought you to the very Blink of Fate, 
And 'tis not in my Power, if I'd the Will, 
To ſave you from the Sen ence of the Law; 
The Lords that are to be your equal Judges 
The Houle h:s choſe already, and To-morrow, 
So ſoon your Trial is to be. The People 
Cry aloud for Juſtice ; therefore I'll no more 
Repeat my Wrongs, but think you are the Man 
That once was loyal. 
Her. Once | 
Lu. Ho d For that Reaſon Iwill net upbraid you: 
To triumph o'er a miſerable Man 
Is baſe in any, in a Queen far worſe—— 
Speak now, my Lord, and think what's in my Power 
That may not wrong your Queen, and J will grant you-- 
S0——l am ſure in this I have not err'd. [ Hide. 
Eger. Bleſt be my Queen, in Mercy rich as Heaven— 
Now, now my Chains are light—Come, welcome Death. 
Come all you Spirit; of Immortality, 
And waft my Soul unto his bright Abode, 
That gives my Queen this Goodneſs : Let me then 
Moſt humb'y and devoutly aſk two things; 
The firſt is, if I am condemn'd, 
That Execution may be done within 
The Tower-Wal's, and fo | may not ſuffer 
Upon a publick Scaffold to the W. rid. 
Qu. I grant it—O, and wiſh I cou'd do more ¶ Aide. 
E/jex. Eternal Bleſſings crown your Roya! Head: 
The next, the extremett Biifs my Soul can covet, 
And carry with it to the other World, 
As a firm Paſſport to the Powers :ncens'd, 
S.y you hae pardon'd me, and have forgot 
The R-ge, the Guilt, and Folly of your Ee. 
Den. Ha! What ſhall I do now ? 
Look to thy ſelf, and guard thy Character Lade. 
Go cure your Fame, and make yourſelf but what I wiſh 


Then you ih. Il find that I am til! your Queen 2 
ut 
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Bat that you may not ſee Pm covetous 
Of my Forgiveneſs, take it from my Heart; 
I freely pardon now whate'er y'ave done 
Amiſs to me, and hope you will be quitted ; 
Nay, I not only hope it, but ſhall pray for it, 
My Prayers to Heav'n ſhall be that you may clear 
Your ſelf. 

Eſex, O moſt Renown'd and Godlike Mercy 
O let me go; your Goodneſs is too bright 
For ſinful Eyes like mine, or like the F:end 
Of Hell, when daſht from the Ztherial Light, 
I ſhall ſhoot downwards with my Weight of Curſes, 
Cleave and be chain'd for ever to the Centre 

2ueen. He is going, Ay, but whither ? To his Trial, 
To be condemn'd, perhaps, and then to die. 
If fo, what Mercy haſt thou ſhew'd in that? 
Pity and Pardon ! Poor Amends his Life ! 
If thoſe be well, a Crocodile is blameleſs 
That weeps for Pity, yet devours his Prey : 
And dare not I do more for E/ex, I 
That am a Woman, and in Womankind 
Pity's their Nature, therefore Pm reſolv d 
It ſhall be in's own Power to fave his Life. 
If I ſhall fin in this, witneſs juſt Heaven, 
Tis Mercy like yc ur ſeif that draws me to't, 
And you'll forgive me tho' the World may not 


6. 
My Lord, perhaps we ne'er may meet age in, * 
And you in Perſon may not have the Power 
T' implore what I do freely grant you ; therefore 
That you may ſee you have not barely fore d 
An empty Pity from me, here's a Pledge, 
I give it from my Finger, with this Promiſe, 
That whenſoever you return this Ring,[ Gives bim a Ring. 
To grant in lieu of it whate er you aſk. 

E,. Thus I receive it with far greater Joy [ Receives it on 
Than the poor Remnant of Mankind that faw (bis Knees. 
The Rain bow Token in the Heav'ns, when ſtrait 
The Floods abated, and the Hills appear'd, 

And a new ſmiling World the Waves brought forth. 


Ween, 
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ueen. No more, be gone, fly with thy Safety hence 
1 dread — ſeize my * ; 
And I recal this ſtrange Miſdeed Here t. ke 
[ Enter the reſt with the Guards. 
Your Priſoner there, he 1s to be condemn'd 
Or quitted by the Law-away with him. Ex. Guard with 
Now Nottingham, thy Queen is now at reſt, (the Earl. 
And Ehr Fate * my leaſt of Troubles. 
Enter Counteſs of running and weeping, then hneels 
before the Queen, and holds by > 2 
C. E.. Where is my Queen? where is my Royal 
I throw my ſelf for Mercy here. (Miftreſs ?—— 
Queen. What meaneſt thou? 
C. E Here | will kneel, here with my humble Body 
Faſt rooted to the Earth, as I'm to Sorrow, 
No Moiſture but my Tears to nouriſh me, 
Nor Air but Sighs, till I ſhall grow at laſt 
Like a poor ſhrivelPd Trunk blaſted with Age 
And Grief, and never think to riſe again 
Till L've obtain'd the Mercy I implore. 
24een. Thou doſt amaze me. 
C. Ef. Here let me grow the abject'ſt thing on Earth, 
A deipis'd Plant beneath the mighty Cedar, 
Yet if you will not pity me, I ſwear 
Theſe Arms ſhall never ceale but graſping til! 
Your Royal Robe, ſhall hold you thus for ever. 
Au. Prithee be quick, and tell me what woud'ſt have. 
CE. I dare not, yet I muſt—my Silence will 
Be Death, my Puniſhment can be no more. 
Prepare to hear, Lut learn to pity firſt, 
For tis a Story that will ſtart your Patience 
O ſave the Earl of F, ſave his Life, 
My Lord whom you ve condemn d to Priſon ſtrait, 
And fave my Life, who am no longer Rutland, 
But Egex' faithful Wite——he is my Hutband. 
Auen. Thy Huſband ! 
C. Eff. Yes, too true it is, I fear, 
By th' awful darting fury in vour Eves, 
The threat ning Prologue of our utter Ruins. 


Marry'd we were in ſecret, ere my Lord 
Was 
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Was ſent by you unto his fatal Government 
In Ireland. 
Queen. Then thou art wedded to thy Grave 
Doſt think by this, by multiplying Treaſons, 
And boldly braving ine with them before 
My Face, to ſave thy wicked Huſband's Life ? 
What will my reſiſtleſs Fate do with me now! [ 447, 
Why doſt thou hold me io ? take off thy Hands. 
C. EF. Alas, I aſk not mine ! if that will pleaſe you, 
PII glut you with my Torments; act whate'er 
Your Fury can invent: but 'tis for him, 
My Lord, wy Love, the Soul of my Deſires. 
My Love's not like the common Rate of Women's, 
It is a Phenix, there is not one ſuch more: 
How gladly would I burn like that rare Bird, 
So that the Aſhes of my Heart cou'd purchaſe 
Poor E Life, and Favour of my Princeſs! 
Queen, Wou'd I were looſe 'mong Wilds, or any 
where, 
In any Hell but this Why ſay I Hell? 
Can there be melting Lead, or Sulphur yet 
To add more Pain to what my Breaſt endures? [¶ Aſide. 
Why doſt thou hang on me, and tempt me {till ? IP 
C. EJ. O throw me not away—wou'd you but pleaſe 
To feel my throbbing Breaſt, you might perceive, 
Atev'ry Name, and every Thought of E/ex, 
How my Blood ſtarts, and Pulſes beat for Fear, 
And ſhake and tear my Body like an Earthquake; 
And ah, which cannot chuic but ftir your Heart 
The more to pity me, the unhappy trighted Infant, 
The tender Offspring of our guilty os, 
Pleads for its Father in the Womb, 
As now its wretched Mother does. 
Puemn. Quickly 
Unluoſe her Hands, take her from my Sight. (me, 
C. E. O you will not—you'il hear me hrit, and g. ant 
Grant me poor E/ex' Life—ſhall EH live ? 
Say, but you'll pardon him before I go. 
Deen. Help me—yill no one caſe me of th's Buren ? 
F C. EA 


C2 The Unhapp; Favsurite; or, 
C.F/7 Ch, Tam too weak For theſe inh man Creatures, 
the Wemecn t ike of her Hands. 
Me Strongt's cecar d, my Joints and Fingers rumb'd, 
And can no longer hold, but fall I m it. | 
"I bus Lke a miſerable Wretch that thniks 
Has *ſcap'd from drowning, holding on a Rock 
Wich Fear and Pain, and his own Weight oppꝛeſt, 
And daſht by every Wave that ſhrinks his Hold, 
[She falls down with Fal ut nei. 
At leng:h lets go, and Crops into the Sea, 
And crics for Help, but all in vain, like me. 
Juen. Be gone, aid be deliver'd of thy Szame: 
Let the vi'e InſeQ live, and grow to be 
A Monſter baſer, hotter, worſer far, 
Than the ingrateful Parents that begot it. 
C. E. Ah cruel, moit rcmorſelet- Princeſs ! hold, 
What has it done to draw ſuch Curſes from you ? 
Juecn. Co let her be clole Priſorer in her Chamber. 
C. E. Since I mult go, and from my Ee part, 
Deſpair and Death at once come ſeize my Heart: 
Shut me from Light, from Day re'er to be ſeen 
By human kind, nor my more cruel Queen ; 
Yet bleſs her Heav'y, and hear my loyal Prayer, 
May ycu ne er love like me, nor &er deſpair : 
Ne'er ſce the Man at his departing Breath, 
Whom you ſo love and fain would ſave from Death; 
Leſt Heav'n be deaf as you are to my Cry, 
And you run mad, ard be as curſt as l. 
[Exit C. Eilex, crricd away by Women, 
ueen. She's gone, but at her parting ſhot a Truth 
Into my Breaſt, has pierc'd my very Soul 
Why was I Queen ? and why was | not Rutland ? 
Then kad wy Princels, as my ſelf did now, 
Giv'n Ex ſuch a Ring, and the Reward 
H d then been mine, as now the Torment i 
Q wretched State of Monarchs! theirs is fl! 
The Buſineſs of the World, and all the Pains, 
Whillt happy Subjects fleep beneath their Gains; 
'Tne meaneſt Hind rules in his humble Houſe, 


And nothing but the Day ſees what he does; 
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But Princes, like the Queen of Naht, fo high, 
Their Spots are ſeen by ev'ry vulgar Fe: 
And as the Sun, the P anets glorions Ng. 
Gives Life and Ge wr to every mort] tung, 
Ad by his Mo ion all the VV is bleſt, 
Whilſt he h raſe'f can never beatrf; 
So il there are ſuch B eſſings in a I hron?, 
Kings rain em down, while inen themie vos have none. 
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Ra). K Leitenan?, here expires my Charge: 
tec ved Orde:s from hr Muoelly, 
And the Lord Steward, to return the Priſoners 
S ife in your Coſtody, and with you leave em, 
Wich charge to have then in a Readineſs; 
For Executi n wi'l be very iperdy, 
Lieut. I ſhal', Sir. 
Euter Cianteſt of Nottingham. 
Ra. Ha! the Li'y Netting bun! 
Waat mates her here? 

Not. Waere is mv Lord of E':x? 

Jam commanded ſtraight to ſpeak with him, 
And bring a Meſſfige from her Majeſty. 

Ral. Madam, | 
What News can this ſtrange Viſit bring? | 
How fires the Queea ? Are her Reſolves yet ſtedſaſt? 

Not. No, when ſh: heard that E;/:x was condema'd, 

She tiarted aud o k'd pale; then bluſhing red, 
And ſaid that Execution ſhould be itrait, 

Then ſtopt, and ſaid ſhe'd hear firſt from the Earl; 
So ſhe retir'd and paſt an Hour in Thought, 

Noae daring t'interrupt her, till in haſte 

dhe ſent fo: me, commanding me to go, 
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And te!) wy Lord from her, ſhe cou'd refit 
No longer her ul tis jeud Demards for [uſlice, 
And tic cose vid, if he bad any Reaſons 
hit were of Weight toituy his Execution, 
'T hat he would fend them ſtiaight by me; 
Then bleſh'd again and ſigh d, and prefs'd my Hand, 
And pray'd me to be ſecret, ard deliver 
What F/ex ſhould return in Aniwer to her. 
Ral. | know not what ſhe mean, but doubt th'Fvent- 
You can beit tell the Cauſe of her Diſturbance. 
I will :0 Burleigh, and then both of us 
Will make A:tempts to recolle& the Queen. 
| [Ex. Raleigh and Guards, 
Nut. Fray bring me to my Lord. 
Juen Madam, I wall acqua:nt him that y'are here. [ Ex, 
Noc. Now Dragons Blood Gift] thro” all my Veins, (Le. 
And Gall ificad of Mak ſwell ep my Breafts, 
That nothing of the Woman may appear, 
But horrid Cruelty and ferce Revenge 
Enter Ejex. 
He comes with ſuch a Ga'laniry and Port, 
As if his Miſeries were Harbingers, 
And Death the State to ſet his Perſon out 
Wiongs les than mine, tho' in a Tyger's Breaſt, 
Might row be reconci?'d to ſuch an Object; 
But ſlighted Love my Sex can ne'er forget. 
E/ix Madam, this is a Miracle of Favorr, 
A ccutic Goodneſs in my Royal Miſtreſs, 
1T ic:p'cy the fair, the injur'd N:tringham ; 
And 'tis no leſs in you to cendeſcend 
To ſee a Wretch like me, that has deſerv'd 
No favour at your Hands. 
Net. No more, My Lord; the Queen, 
The grac:ous Queen commends her Pity to you, 
Pity by me that owe a great deal more, 
You know, and wiſh that T were once your Queen 
To give you what my Heart had fo long in Store. 
E. Then has my Death more Charms than Life can 
Since my Qreen pit:es me, and you forgive me. promiſe, 
Net. Hold, my good Lore, that is not all, the ſends 
To know if on can ary thing propoſe To 
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To mitigate your Doom, and ftay your Dea h, 
Which elſe can be no longer than this Day. 
Next, if y'are ſatisfy'd with ev'ry Paſſage 
In your late Tryal, if *ewere fair and legal; 
And if y ave thoſe Exceptions that are real, 
She'll anſwer them. 
E/x. Still is my Death more welcome, 
And Life will be a Burden to my Soul, 
Since | can ne'er requite ſuch Royal Goodneſs, 
Tell her then, fair and charitable Meffenger, 
That Eſex does acknowledge er ery Crime, 
His Guilt unworthy of ſuch wond', ous Mercy; 
Thanks her Bright Juſtice, and the Lords his Judge*, 
For al! was gracious and divine like her; 
And I have now no Injuſtice to accuſe, 
Nor Enemy to blame that wa: the Cauſe, 
Nor Innocence to fave me but the Queen. 
Net. Ha, is this true! how he undoes my hopes ! [ 4/ide. 
And is that all? Have you not one Requeſt 
To aſk, that you can think the Qieen will grant you? 
ES. | have, and humbly tis that the would pleaſe 
To {pare my Life; not that I fear to die: 
But in ſubmiſſion to her Heav'nly Juttice, 
I own my Life a forfeit to her Power, 
And therefore ought to beg it of her Mercy. 
of. If this be real, my Revenge is loſt. CALide. 
Is there nought elſe that you rely upon. 
Only ſubmitting to the Queen's mere Mercy, 
And barely aſtang her fo grea: a Grace ? 
Have you no other Hopes ? 
Ex. ſome Flopes I hive. 
Net. What are they? Pray, my Lord, declare em 
For to that only Purpoſe I am ſent. [bold!y, 
E. Then 1 am hippy, happieſt of Manking, 
B'eit in the rareſt Mercy of my Queen, 
And ſuch a Friend as you, bleit in you both. 
The Extacy wil: let me hold no longer 
Behold th's Ring, the Paſſport of my Life; 
At laſt y'ave pu'l'd the Secret from my Hears, 
This precious Token—— 
1 Amidſt 
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Amidſt my former Triumphs in her Favour, 
She took from off her Finger, and beſtow'd 
On ne—maik—with the Promiſe of a Queen, 
Of her br ght ſelf leſs failing than an Oracle, 
That in what Exige: ce of State ſoe'er 
My life was in, that Time when I gave back, 
Or ſhou!d return this Ring again :o her, 
She'd then deny me rothing, I cou'd afk. 
Not. O give it me, my Lord, and quick'y let 
Me bear it to the Queen, and aſk ycur Life. 
Eſſex. Hold, generous Madam, TI receiv'd it on 
[ Ancels and gizes Nottingham the Ring. 
My Krees, end cn. wy Knees I will reſtore it. 
Here take it, but conſider what you take; 
"Tis the Life, Blocd, and very Soul of Lex. 
F've heard that by a £.ilful Artiſt's Hand, 
The Bowel: of a Wrctch were taken out, 
And yet he liv'd; you are that gallant Artiſt. 
O touch it as you would ihe Seals of Life, 
And give it to my Royal Mitre:s' Hand, 
As you wou'd pcur my Blood back in its empty Cl, annels, 
Vat gape aus thirſt Ike I iſhes on the Cote 
When Streams run dry, and their own Element 
Foriakes em; if this ſhould in the leaſt miſcarry, 
My Life's the Purchaſe that the Queen will have for't, 
Not, Doubt you my C:re, my Lord? I hope you do not. 
E I wi! no wore ſuipeet my Fate, nor you ; 
Such Yeauty and tucn Niert's mull prevail. 
£4/7erV a ON! tale 
Gent, The Karle: Southam ten having Leave, 
Dette to pt ax unh you, my Lerd. 
Nat. Repo 
Your Mind, and tag no Thought but to be happy; 
In fer you Ia ro of a lafling Lite. 
EG. A longer aid much happier Late attend 
Both my good Queen and you. [Ex:t Eliex. 
Net Farcwe!, wy Lori | 
Ve a much longer Lite th n thine, I hope, 
Ard it thou chance 12 dream of fech ſtrange Things, 
I<t it Us inere whe: et lying Poets feign 


E. is, where My:tles toyely ſptead, Trees 
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Trees of delicious Fruit invite the Taſte, 
And ſweet Arabian Plants delight the Smell ; 
Where pleaſant Gardens dreſt with curious Care 
By Lovers Ghoſts, ſhall recrea'e thy Fancy; 
And there —— thou ſcon ſhalt meet again 
With amorous Rut/and, for ſhe cannot chuſe 
But be Romantick now, and follow the 
Enter a Gentlewoman. 
W:m. Madam, the Queen. 
Net. Ha ! that's unlucky—She come to the Teuer 
Yet tis no Matter; fee him I am ſure 
She will not, or at worſt will be perſwaded. 
Enter the Queen. 
Queen. How now, dear Nolting ham, haſt ſeen theEarl ? 
T !ett Whitehall, becauſe I cou'd not reſt 
For Crowds that hallow'd for their Executions, 
And others that petition'd for the Traitors. 
Quick, tell me, haſt thou done as I commanded ? 
of. Yes, Madam, I have ſeen and ſpoke with him; 
Queen. And what has he ſaid to thee for himſelf ? 
Not. At my firſt Converſe with him I did find him 
Not totally 2 nor complaining; 
But yet a haughty Melancholy 
Appear'd in all his Looks, that ſhew'd him rather 
Like one that had more Care 
Of future Life than this, 
Queen. Well, but what ſaid he, 
When thou awaked'ſ him with Hopes of Pity ? 
Not. To my firſt Queſtion put by your Command, 
Which was to know if he were fſatisfy'd 
In the Proceedings of his lawful Tryal ? 
He anſwer'd with a careleſs Tone aud Geſture, 
That it was true, and he muſl needs confeſs 
His 'Tryal look'd moſt fair to all the World ; 
But yet he too well knew, 
The Law that made his Actions Treaſon, 
Conſulted but with Foes and Circumllances, 
And never took from Heav'n or E/ex* Thoughts 
A Precedent or Cauſe that might condemn him : 
For if they had the leaſt been read in either, 
[They would have quickly found his Innocence. . 
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Oucen. Ha! 
Rot. That was but the Prologue, mark what follows. 


Ju. What, durſt he be fo bold to brand my Jultice ? 
Not. I pray'd that he wou'd urgethatScene uo more, 
But ſince he was condemn'd and itoo04 in need 
Of Mercy, to implore it of your Majeſty, 
And beg his Life which you would not deny: 
For to that end I ſaid that you were pleas'd 
To ſend me to bim, and then told him al, 
Nay, more than you commanded me to ſay. 
+2ueen. What ſaid he then? that alter'd him, I hope. 
t. No not at all, but as I have feen a lion 
That has been play'd withal with gentle Strokes, 
Has at the lalt been jeſted into Maduets ; 
So on a ſud<en ſtarted into Paſſion 
'The furious Earl, his Eyes grew fiery red, 
His Words precipitate, and Speech dilorder'd ; 
Let the Queen have my Blood, ſaid he, 'tis that 
She longs for, pour it out to my Foes to drink; 
As Hunte:s when the Quarry is run down, 
Throw to the Hounds his Entrails for Reward. 
] have enough to ſpare, but by the Heavens 
I ſwear, were a!l my Veins like Rivers full, 
And if my Body held a Sea of Blood, 
I'd loſe it all to the laſt innocent Drop, 
Before I'd, like a Villain, beg my Life. 
24, Hold, Ntingb n, ard fay th'art cot in Earneſl— 
Can this be true? So impudent a Traitor! 
Not. That's but the Gloſs, the Colour of his Treaſon, 
But after, he did paint himſelf to the Life. 
Wou'd the Queen, ſaid he, have me own a Treaſon, 
Impoſe upon my ſelf a Crime the Law 
Has found me guilty of by her Command ; 
And ſo by af.ing of my forſeit Life, 
Clear and proclaim her Juſtice to the World, 
And ſtain my ſelf for ever? no, I'll die firſt. 
2u, Enough, I'll hear no more, you wreng bi n, dis 
Impoſſible ke ſhould be ſuch a Devil. 
Not. Madam, I've done. 
Yueen. I prithee parlon m 
Bat could he ſay all this? Net. 
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Net. He did, and more ; 
But 'tis no matter, "twill not be be'tev'd, 
If I ſhould tell thee half of what he utter d, 
How infolent and how prophane he us'd you. 
Queen. You need not, I had rather 
Bcleve it all than put you to the Trouble 
To tell it o'er again, and me to hear it. 
Then I am loft, betray'd by this falle Min : I 
My Courage, Power, my Pity all betray'd, 
And like that Giant, Patriarch of the Jervs, 
Pereft at once both of his Sight ard Strength 
By treacherous Foes, I wander in the dark, 
By Le weak'nec, and by E/ex blinded: 
But then as he pray d that nis ng might > 4/7, 
At once to be reveng'd on them and die, [grow 
So grant me Heav'n but ſo much Refolution 
To grope my Way, that where I lay but hold 
On whatſoe'er this huge Coleus ftands, 
I'll pull the Scaffold down, tho' o'er my Head, 
And loſe my Life to be reveng'd on his 
Well, Nortingbam, I have but one Word more, 
Talk'd not thi: wicked Creature of no Reaſon, 
No Obligation that I had to ſave | 
Hi, Life? 
Nat. No, but far worſe than I have told you, 
* Sure thou art moſt unhappy in ill News! 
No Promiſe, nor Token did he ſpeak of? 
Not. Not the leaſt Word, ard if there are ſuch things, 
do ſuppoſe he keeps em to himſelf, 
For Reaſons that I know not. 
Juen. "Tis moſt falſe, | 
He needs muſt tell thee all, and thou betray'ſt him. 
Net. Your M,. jeſty does me Wrong 
Queen, Hear me 
Oh I can hold no longer Say, ſent he 
No Ring, no Token, nor no Meflage by thee ? 
Not. Not any on the Forfeit of my Life. 
Nuern, Thou lyeſt——can Earth produce ſo vile a 
Creature ? 


Hence from my Sight, and fee my Face no — 
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Yet tarry Nn % Come back again. 
1 his may be true, and I am ſtill the Wretch [Aid 
To blame and to be pity's :ythee pardon me; 
Forget my Rage, thy Quczen is ſorry for'r. 

Not. I wou'd your Maivity, inſtead of me, 
Had ſent a Perſcn tha: u con'd confide in, 
Or elle that you wou't ice the Earl yourtelf, 

Ven. Pliithee c more; go to him 
No, wut il ſend a NI ſcrge for his iiead; 
Hi. tlead's th: Token that my Wrongs require, 
Aud his baſe Blood the Stream to quench my Fury =—— 
Prichce invent: for tho: art wond'ro s witty 
At ſuch lav.n'ions ; teach my tecble Malice 
How :otormc: th mM ha thouſre Deatne, 
Or what is worſe hin Death Speukx, my M. dia, 
Aud thou vilt then oo! gu thy Queen for ever. 

Act. Full gu an Crier for his Execution. 

Qaten, Say, it + Core, bt how to torture him! 

Nat. Then as he Lorgs are car. zing to the Bl. ck, 
Condoling botli thei ſad Misfortures, 
Which to depar ing Souls 's ſome Lelight, 
Order a Pardon for courhan;rons Life, 
It will be worſe then Hel to EHπL Soul, 
Where i a going, to ſee his Friend tnarch'd from him, 
And make him curſe his ſo much Pride and Folly, 
That loſt his oan Life in Fxcharge for his. 

Queen. That was well thought on! 

Not, This is but the leaſt, 
The next will be a fatal Stroke, a Blow indecd ; 
A thouſand Heads to loſe is not to dreadful. 
Let Rutland fee him at the very Moment 
Of her expiring Huſband ; ſhe will hang 
Worſe than his Guilt upon him, lure hi Mind, 
And pull it back to Farth again ; double 
All the fierce Pangs of 'Thought and Death upoa him, 
And make his loaded Spirits fink to Hell. 

uten. O thou art the Machiave! of all the Sex, 
Thou braveſt, moſt heroick for Invention ! 
Come let's diſpatch S 


Enter 
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E. ter Burleigh, Raleigh, Lirdi, Attendants and Guards. 
My Lords, lee Execution done on E; 
But for Saat hampton, I will pardon him: 
His Crimes he may repent of; they were not 
do grea”, but done in Frie:dſhip to the other. 
Act my Commands with Speed, that bo.h of us 
Yay firaight be out of Tormen: My Lord Bar/egh, 
Ard you Sir Vater Raleigh, ſce't perform'd ; 
III nut return till you have brought the News. 
Exeunt Queen and Nottingham. 
Ral. I wou'd ſhe were a hundred Leagues from hence 
Well, and the Crown upon her Head; I fear 
She'll not continue in this Mind a Moment. 

Burl. Then't ſhall be done this Moment Who attend. ? 
Bid the Lieutenant have hi- Priſoners ready. [ Exit Off, 
Now we may hope to fee fair Days again 
In England, when this hov'ring Cloud is vaniſh'd, 
Which hung ſo long betwixt our Royal Sun 
And us, but ſoon will vifit us with Smiles, 

And raiſe he: drooping Subje &s Hearts —— 
Emer the taus Earls, Lieutenant and Guards, 

My Lord, | 

We bring an Order for your Execution, 

And hope you are prepar'd ; for you muſt die 

This very Hour. 

S-uth. Indeed the Time is ſudden ! 

E Is Death th'Event of all my fla:tcr'd Hopes? 
Falie Sex, and Queen more perjur'dth.n them all. 
But die Iwill without the lcaſt Complaint, 

My Sou! ſtall vanith ſilent as the Dew 

Attracied by the Sun from verdant Fields, 

And Leaves of weeping Flowers -Come ,ny dear Friend, 
Fa tner in Fate, give ce thy Body in 

i he'e faithful A us, and O now let me tell thee, 
Aud yon, my Lords, ard Heaven my Witneſs too, 

I have no Weight, no Heavineſs on my Soul, 

Bat that I've loit my dearcit Friend his Life. 

Scath. Aud I proteſt by the fame Powers Die ine, 
Aud to the World, 'dis all my Happinets, 
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"Che greateſt Bliſs my Mind yet e er enjoy'd, 
Since we mult die, my Lord, to di: together, 
Burl. 'l he Queen, my Lord Southampton, has been 
pleas d 
To grant particular Mercy to your Perſon; 
And has by us ſent you a Reprieve from Death, 
With Pardon of your Treaſons, and commands 
You to depart immediately from hence. 

South. O my unguarded Soul! Sure never was 
A Man with ng wounded ſo before 

ES. Then am looſe to ſteer my wand' ring Voya 
Li bad Veſſel that has long been croſt, FOO 
And bound by adverſe Winds, at laſt gets Liberty, 
And joyfully makes all the Sail ſhe can, 

To reach its wiſh'd for Port Angels protect 
The Queen, for her my chiefeſt Prayers ſhall be, 
That as in time ſt'as ſpar d my noble Friend, 
And owns his Crimes worth Mercy, may ſhe ne'er 
Think ſo of me too late when I am dead 
Again, Southampton, let me hold thee faſt, 

For tis my laſt Embrace. 

Seuth. O be leſs kind, my Friend, or move leſs Pity, 
Or I ſhall fink beneath the Weight of Sadneſs ! 
Witneſs the Joy I have in Life to part 
With you ; witneſs theſe Woman's Throbs and Tears ; 
I weep that I am doom'd to live without you, 

And ſhou'd have ſmil'd to ſhare the Death of E/ex. 

EFF. O ſpare this Tenderneſs for one that needs it, 
For her that I'll commit, tis all that I 
Can claim of my Southampton O my Wife! 
Methinks that very name ſhou'd ſtop thy Pity, 

And make thee covetous of all as loſt 

Taat is not meant to her Be a kind Friend 
To her, as we have been to one another; 
Name not the dying Ee to thy Queen, 

Leſt it ſhould coit a Tear, nor ne er offend her. 

South, Oftay, my Lord, let me have one Word more ; 
One laſt Farewel, before the greedy Axe 
Shall part my Friend, my only Friend, from me, 

And Ee from himſeli—I know not what 


Are 
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Are call'd the Pangs of Death, but ſure I am 
I feel an agony that's worſe than Deata 
Farewel. 

Ef. Why, that's well faid——Fareweil to thee—— 
Then let us part, juſt like two Travellers, 
Take diſtant Paths, only this difference is, 
Thine is the longeſt, mine the ſhorteſt Way 
Now let me go———If there's a Throne in Heaven 
For the moſt brave of Men and beſt of Friends, 

1 will beſpeak it for Sourbampton. 
Seuth, And I, while I have Life, will hoard thy 
memory, 
When I am dead, we then ſhall meet again. 

ES. Till then, Farewel. 

South. Till then, Farewel. [Exit South. 

E. Now on, my Lords, and execute your Office— 

Enter Counteſs of Eſſex and Women. 
My Wife ! Nay then my Stars will ne'er have done. 
Malicious Pianets reign, I'll bear it all 
To your laſt Drop of Venom on my Head 
Why cruel lovely Creature doſt thou come 
To add to Sorrow, if't be poſſible, 
A 2 more lamenting ? Why this Kindneſs, 
This killing Kindneſs now at ſuch a Time 
To add more Woes to thine and my Misfortunes. 

C. E. The Queen, my Lord, hath been fo merciful 
Oc cruel, name it as you pleaſe, to let 
Me ſee my Eher ere he dies. 

ES. Has ſhe ? 

Then let's improve this very little Time 
Our niggard Fate allows us : For we are owing 
To this ſhort Space all the dear Love we had 
In ſtore for many happy promis'd Years. 
C. 4 What hinders then but we ſhould be bcth 
y ? 
Whilſt —— live long Vears, and ſip and taſte, 
Like Niggards of their Loves, we Il take whole Draughts. 
EF. I hen let's embrace in Extaſies of Joys, 
Drink all our Honey ap in one ſhort Mumeur, 
That ſhou'd have ferv'd 8 for our Winter Store: 5 
| 2 
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Be laviſh and proſuſe like wanton Heirs 
That waſte their whole Eſtate at once, 
For the kind Queen takes Care, and has ordain d 
That we ſhall never live to want. 

Burl. My Lord, 
Prepare, the very utmoſt Time's at hand, 
Ard we muſt ſtraight perform the Queen's Command 
In leading you to Juſtice. 

C. E. Hold, good Lucifer / 
Be kind a little, and defer Damnation, 
Thou canſt not think how I will worſhip thee, 
No [ndian ſhall adore thee as Iwill; 
Thou ſhalt have Martyrs, and whole Hecatombs 
Of ſlaughter'd Innocents to ſuck their Blood, 
Widows Eſtates, and Orphans without Number, 
Manors and Parks more than thy Luſt requires, 
Till thou ſhalt die, and leave a King's Eſtate 
Behind thee. 3 5 

EJS. Prythee y precious Heart, 

Thi ducing © with Paſſion in thy Breaſt, 
Has almoſt bruis d its Tenderneſs to Death. 

C. Ef. Why aſk I him, and think of Pity there? 
From him on whom kind Heaven has ſet a Mark, 
A heap of Rubbiſh at the Door, to ſhew 
No cleaaly Virtue can inhabit there 
Malicious Toad, and which is worſe, foul Cecil, 

I tell thee, Eſex foon ſhall reign in Heaven, 
While thou ſhalt in the Den of Hell, 
Roar like the Damn'd, and tremble to behold. 
Go ſhare Dominions with the Powers of Hell, 
For Lucifer will neꝰ er diſpute 

Thy great Deſert in Wickedneſs above him, 
Nor who's ＋ Fiend, thy ſelf or he. 

Rail. My you think not of the Queen's Com- 
And can you ſtand thus unconcern'd, and hear | mands, 
Your ſo much _ 

Burl. Be patient, J1 » 

The Pain is all her own, ard hurts not Cecil, 

She will be weary fooner than my felf—— 

Poor innocent and moſt unhappy Lady, 

1 pity her. C. Ef: 
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C. EJ. Why, doit thou pity me ? 
Nay then I'm fa'n into a low Eſtate 
Indeed, if Hell compaſſnnates my Miſeries, 
They muſt be greater than the damn'd endure—— 
pt ithee pardon me——ah my lov'd Lord, 
My Heart begins to break; let me go with thee, 
And ſee the fatal Blow given to my E. 
That will be ſure to rid me ſoon of Torments: 
And "twill be Kindnef: in thee——do, my Lord, 
Then we ſhall both be quit of Pain together. 

EJS. Ah, why was I condemn'd to this, what Man 
But E ever felt a Weight like h“ 

C. EF. © we mult never par:—Support my lead, 
My ſinking Head, and lay it to the Pele, 
The throbbing Pulſe that beats about thy Heart, 
'Tis Muſick to my Senſes —— O ray Love! 
I bave no Tears left in me that ſhou'd eaſe 
A Wretch that loags for Pity——1 am paſt 
All Pity, and my poor tormented Heart 
And Spirits within are quite conſum d, 
Which is the Balm, the Scorpion's Blood that cyres 
The biting Pain of Sorrow, quite have left me, 
And I am now a wretched hopeleſs Creatuze, 
Full of fubſtanti:l Miſcry, witacur 
One Drop of Remedy. 

ES. Twart p:le, thy Breath 
Grows chill, and like the Mo:ning Air on Roſes, 
Leaves a cold Dew upon thy redder Lip 
She ſtrives and hold+ me like a drowning Wieich — 
O now, my Lords, if Pity ever bleſt you, 
If you were never curit by Tygers, help me 
Now, now, you cruel Heav'ns ! I plainly fee, 
Tis not your Swords, your Axes, nor Diſeaſes, 
Which make the Deaih of Man ſo fear d and painful, 
But *tis ſuch horrid Accidents as theſe—— 
She opens her Eyes, which with a waining Look, 
Like fickly Scars, give a faint glimmering Light. 

C. E. Where is my Love? 
O think not to get looſe, for Pm reſolv'd 
To ſtick more cloſe to thee than Life, aud when 
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hat's going, mine ſhall run the Race with thine, 
And both together reach the happy Goal. 
E. Nowl am ſhock'd, and all torn up, and rooted, 
That's human in me What, you mercileſs Hell, 
What 1:'t that makes poor Man diſtracted, mad, 
Profane, to curſe the Dey, h mſelf, the Heavens 
Tha: mace him, but leſs Miſe:ies than mine? 
Why, why you Powers, do you exat᷑t from Man 
Bore than your World and all that live beſide ? 
Ihe Sea is never calm when Tempeſts blow; 
Jall Woods and Cedars murmur at the Wind, 
And when your horrid Earthquakes cleave the Ground, 
be Center groens, and Nature takes it part, 
As if they did Gefign to break your Laws, 
And ſhzke your Fetters off: nay, your own Heaven“, 
When Thunders roar, rebel, the Sun engages, 
Ard all the warring Elements refift ; 
Fie-av*r, Sear, ard Lond are ſiffer'd to conterd, 
But Man alone is curft if he complain 
Farewell my everlaſling Love, tis vain, 
"Tis all in vain againſt rehſtleſs Fate 
T:at pull; me from ther, [ Gives hor a Letter. 
Here give this Paper to the Queen, which when 
Sh- r- as, perhaps ſhe wi'l be kind to thee. 
C. E. Wilt thou not let me go:? 
Ia. picpar d to ice the deadly S'roke, 
And a- that Time the fatal Axe falls on thee, 
It will be ſure to cut the twiſted Cod 
Cf both our L'ves aſunde r. 
E. We muſt part—— 
Thou Niiace of Love, and Virtues all, 
Fart well, and may thy E/ex' ſad Mi isfortunes 
Be doubled all with Bleſſings on thy Soul 
Still, ftill thou graſp'ſt me | ke the Pangs of Death 
Ha ! now the faints, and like a Wretch 
Striving to climb a ſteep and ſlippery Breach, - 
With many hard Attempts gets up, and ſtill 
Slides down again, fo ſhe lets go at laſt 
Her eager Hold, and fitks bcreath the Werght—— 


Support her al. —— 
| Burl, 
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Burl. My Lord ſhe will recover; 
Pray leave her wich her Women, and make Uſe 
Ot this ſo kind an Opportunity 
To part with her. 
ES. Cruel hard-hearted Burleigh / 
Moſt barbarous Cecil 

Burl. See, my Lord, . 

She ſoon will come t'her ſelf, and you muſt leave her-- 
Haſte away. 

Lieut. Make way there. 

FJ. Look to her, faithful Servants, while ſhe lives 
She'll be a tender Miſtreſs to you all 
Come puſh me off then, fince I muſt ſwim o'er, 

Why do I thus ſtand ſhivering oa the Shore 
*Tis but a Breath, and I no more ſhall think, 
Mix with the Sun, or into Atoms ſhrink : 
Lift up thy Eyes no more in ſearch of mine, 
Till I am dead, then glad the World with thin 
This Kiſs (O that it would for ever laſt !) 
Gives me of Immortality a Taſte 
_ Farewel, 
May all that's paſt when thou recover'ſt ſeem 
Like a glad Waking from a fearful Dream. : 
Exit Eſſex to Execution, Burleigh, Raleigh, 
Lieutenant and Guards. 
Manet Counte/s Eſſex with Wamen. 

Vom. See ſhe revives. 

C. H. Where is my E, where ? 

Hom. Alas, I fear by this Time he's no more. 

C. E Why did you wake me then from ſuch bright 

Objects ? 
T ſaw my K mount with Angels Wings, 
(Whilft 1 rude on the beauteous Cherubim) 
And took me on em, bore me o'er the World 
Thro' everlaſting Skies, e:craal Light. 
Mom. Be comforted. 
C. EY. Sure we are the onlyPar 
Can boaſt of ſuch a Pomp of Miſery, 
And none was cr {ubftartially ſo curſt, 
Since the fit Couple that knew Sorrow firſt; 
G 3 Yet 


"I 
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Yet they were happy, and for Paradiſe 
Found a new World unſkilPd, unfraught with Vice: 
No Tyrant to moleſt em, ror no Sword; 
All that had Life,” Obedience did afford. 
No Pride but Labour there, and healthful Pains, 
No Thief to rob them of their honeſt Gains : 
Ambition, now the Plague of every Thought, 
Then was not known, or elſe was unbegot. 
Enter the Queen, Counte/s cf Nottingham, Lords and 
| Attendants. 
Queen. Behold where the poor Rutland lies, almoſt 
As dead and low, as E/ex in his Grave 
Can be, and | want but a very litt'e 
To be more miſerable thay them both— 
Riſe, riſe, unforturate and mournful Rutland, 
I know not wha: to call thee now, but wiſh 
i could not call thee by the Name of Efex—— 
Riſe, and behold thy Queen, I ſay, 
That bends to take the in her Arms. 


* C. E/7. O never thick to charm me with ſuch Sounds, 


Such Hepes that are too diſtant from my Soul, 
For 'tis but preaching Heaven to one that's damn'd— 
O take your Pity bak, moſt cruel] Queen, 
Cive it to thoſe thatwant it for a Cure; 
Aly grieſs are mortal, Remedies are vain, 
And thrown away on tuch a Wretch as I—— 
H-re's a Paper from my Lord to you, 
It was his let Requeſt that you would read it, 
Jen Giv't me—but oh how moch more welcome 


bad 
The Ring been in its ſtead, [Reads to her ſelf. 
C Ne. Ha! I'm betray d. [ Hide... 


Queen. Hate, fee if Execution be yet done, 
If not, prevent it Fly with Angels Wings 
[ Officers go out, 
O :hou for worſe than Serpent worſe than Woman 
Ah Kurland here's the cruel Cauſe of both our Woes, 
Mark this, and help to curſe her for thy Huſband. 


The 


The Earl of Eſſex. 
The Queen reads the Letter, 


MAD 4 1, 


Receive my Death with the Willingneſs and Sub- 
I miſſion of a Subject, and as it is the Will of Hea- 
ven and of your Majeſty, with this Requeſt, that you 
* would be pleas'd to beſtow that Royal Pity on my poor 
Wife which is deny'd to me, and my laſt flying Breath 
* ſhall bleſs you. I have but one Thing to repent of 
* ſince my Sentence, which is that I ſent the Ring by 
* Nottingham, fearing it ſhould once put my Queen in 
mind of her broken Vow,” 


c 
c 
„ 
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Repentance, Horrors, Plagues, and deadly Poiſons, 

Worſe than a thouſand Deaths, torment thy Soul. 
C. Not. Madam 
Auen. Condemn me firſt to hear the Groans of 

Ghoſts, 
The Croaks of Ravens, and the Damn'd in Torments , 
uſt Heav'n, *tis Mufick to what thou canſt utter. 

gone—Fiy to that utmoſt Verge of Earth, 

Where the Globe's bounded with Eternity, 

And never more be ſeen of haman Kind, 

Curit with long Life, and with a Feat to die, 

With thy Guilt ever in thy Memory; 

And E/:x* Ghoſt be (till before thy Eye. 
C. Not. I do confeſs | 
Areen. Quick bear her from my Sight, her Words 

are blatiing, 

Her Eyes are Ballliks, Infection reigns 

Where'er ſhe breathes; go ſhut her in a Cave, 

Or chain her to ſome Rock whole Worlds from hence, 

The Diſtance is too near: there let her live 

Howling to th' Seas to rid her of her Pain, 

For ſhe and I muſt never meet agai 

Away with her. 


C. Net. 
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C. Net. I go—but have this Comfort in my Doom; 
I leave you all with greater Plagues at home. 


[Ex. Not. 
Enter Burleigh and Raleigh. 
Burl. Madam, your Orders came too late 
The Earl was dead 


Juen. Then I with thou wert dead that ſay't it; 
But I'il be juſt, and curſe none but my ſelf 
What faid he when he came ſo ſoon to die? 

Burl. Indeed his End, made ſo by woful Caſualties, 
Was very fad and full of Pity. | 
But at the Block all Hero he appear'd, 

Or elſe to give him a more Chriſtian Title, 
A Martyr arm'd with Reſolution, 

Said litcle, but did bleſs your Majeſty, 

And dy'd full of Forgiveneſs to the World, 
As was no doubt his Soul that foon expir'd. 

Queen. Come thou choice Relict of lamented I e 
Call me no more by th' Name of Queen, but Friend. 
When thy dear Huſband's Death reveng'd ſhall be, 

Pity my Fate, but lay no Guilt on me; 

Since tis th' Almighty's Pleaſure, tho' ſevere, 
To puniſh thus his faithful Regents here; 

To lay on Kings his hardeft Taſk of Rule, 

And yet has given 'em but a human Soul, 

The ſubtle Paths of Traytors Hearts to view, 
Reaſon's too dark, a hundred Eyes too few ; 
Yet when by Subjects we have been betray'd, 
The Blame is ours, their Crimes on us are laid ; 
And that which makes a Monarch's Happineſs, 

I not in reigning well, but with Succeſs. 
3 [Excaunt emnes. 
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REFER 
EPILOGUE, 


By Mr. DRvypEx. 


E 27 &» Fits end Static, lite dronenins Mer, 


But juſt pf up, and tha drop dren again 
Let tote ule ca. us avithed, change tit Senſe, 
For actor bien i'd more on Providence, 
Nur Let''y Cotaliers are b of fo peer, 
Nev broken Citi, mer a Vacation Whore 3 
Ner Courts, nor Courtiers laying on the Rents 
Of the three /aft ungiving Parliaments. 
So cure ched, tb if Pharach could divine, 
H- might baue /d-r'd his Dream of Seven lean Kine, 
And chang'd the Viſion for the Muſes Nine. 
The blazing Comet, which pertends a Dearth, 
Was but a Vapour drawn from Playhouſe Earth, 
Sent here fince our laſt Fire, and Lilly /azs, 
Forefpew, our change of State, and thin third Days. 
is not cur Want of Wit that keeps us poor, 
F:r then the Printers Preſs wvoul! juffer mare : 
Trhewr Pamyhletzers their Jeuem daily tit, 
They thrive by Treaſon, au 214 jtarve by Mit. 
Cenſtſs the Truth, wich of you has not laid 


7 


To the Upper Gallery, 


Four Farthings ont, ts buy the Hatfield Maid ? 
Or, what is duller yet and more does ſpite us, 
Democritus his Wars 2::th Heraclitus ? 

T heſe are the Authors that have run us down, 
Ad exerciſe your Criticks of the Town ; 

Yet theſe are Pearls to your lampooning Rhimss, 


T”"abule your ſelves more dully than the Times. 
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Scandal, % Gloty of the Engliſh Nation, 
Is worn to Rags, and ſcribłl d cut of Faſhion ; 
Such harmleſs Thrufts, as if, like Fercers wiſe, 
You had agreed to Play bef re the Prize, 

hang your Harps uten the Willa, 


Faith, von 

"Tis juft ke Children, when they box with Pilleaus. 
T hen put an end ts Civil War for Sh me. 

Let each Knight Errunt, ache has wrong'd a Dame, 
T hrow down bis Pen, and give ber, if he car, 

The Satisfation of a Gentieman, 


* 


PROLOGUE, 


Intended to be ſpoke. 


ICE (2 IH 4 TA 
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Written by the Aurnonx. 


5 IS ſaid, when the renown'd Auguſtus reign'd, 
That a'l the World in Peace and Wealth . 

And the" the Schao! of Actian, War, was ver, 

Arms, Arts, and Letters, then encreas'd the more. 

All theje ſprung from our Royal Virgin's Bays, 

And flourijh'd better than in Cæſar's Days; 

And only in her Time at once was ſeen Eſſex and 

So brave a Soldier, Stateſman and a _ Burleigh. 

Her Reign, may be compar'd to that a 

As the beft Poct Czlar's 2 to love, 

For as great Julius built the mighty Thr:ne, 

Ard Lft Rome's firft large Empire to his Son, c 

Under whoje Weight, till ber Time, ace did groan © 

$2 her Great Father was the firſt that firuck 

Rome's Trip. Crown ; but ſhe threw ff the Toke. 

Strait at ter Birth new Light the Heav'ns adorn'd, 

Which more than Fiſteen Huntred Years had mourn'd— 

But Held, I'm bid ts let you underſtand, 

That when our Poet tao this Wark in Hand, 

He tremll d ſlraight, like Prophets in a Dream, 

Her awuful Genus flood, and threaten'd him ! 

Her modeſt Beauties only he has ſhewn, 

And has ker Character fo nicely d awn, 


Thu 


PROLOGUE. 


Should come from Head u, and ble/; us cuith her Sight, 


Th-t if her ſelf, in pureſt Robes of Light, 
She wou'd not bluſh to hear what be ha; writ. $ 


ig 

To all the ſhining Sex this Play's addrefſ?, 

But more the Court, the Pl.nit: of the veſt ; 

You, who on Earth are Mens beſt j-fieft Fate, 

So that when Head with me rough Piece has met, 5 

I. ſendi him you to mouli, and new create. 

Strange Ways to Virtue /. me may think to frede. 

But jet the bi and ſureſt Path is Live. 

Lowe, like the Ermin, :s ſ% nice a Gueſt, 

It never enters in a vitious Brea 

If you are pleas'd, we will be bold to ſay, 
his modi Poem i; the Ladies Play. 


Lately Publiſhed, 


New Edi:ions of the following Books, to which are 
prefix'd the Heads of the Authors, and an Account of 
their Lives. | 

I. The Works of Mr. Thomas pages conſiſting of 
his Plays, Poems, and Letters. in 3 vol. price 9s. 

II. The Works of Nicholas Rexwe, Eſq; conſiſting of 
his Plays, and Poems, in 2 vol. price 6s. 

III. Plays written by Sir eh Yanbrugh, in 2 vol. 
price 6 U. | 
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GRACE the DuTCuEss 


OF 


excellent Qualities have placed in a 
uiſhing Manner above the reſt of 


et I am ſure I am to with it were, that I may 
have an head one bog of Toons the Tong 
ve 
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fince, if I have any way ſucceeded in it, it has 
been in deſcribing thoſe violent Paſſions which 
have been always Strangers to fo happy a Tem- 
Nr. and fo noble and fo exalted a Virtue as 
"our GRACE is Miſtreſs.-of. Yet for all this, I 

cannot but confeſs the Vanity which I have, to 
hope that there may be ſomething ſo moving 
in the Misfortunes and Diſtreſs cf the Play, 
as may be not altogether unworthy of Your 
Gaace's Pity. This is one of the main De- 
ſigns of Tragedy, and to excite this generous 
Pity in the greateſt Minds, may paſs ſome 
kind of — in this Way of Writing. I am 
enſible of the Preſumption I am guilty of by 
this Hope, and how n. uch it is that I pretend 
to in Your GAAck's Approbation; if it be my 
good Fortune to meet with any little Share of 
it, I ſhall always look upon it as much more 
to me than the general Applauſe of the Theatre, 
or even tue Praiſe of a good Critick. Your 
Grace's Name is the beſt Protection this Play 
can hope for, ſince the World, ill-natur d as it 
is, agrees in an univerſal Reſpect and Deference 
for Your Grace's Perſon and Character. In 
fo cenſorious an Age as this is, where Malice 
furniſhes out all the publick Converſations, where 
every N pulls and is pull'd to Pieces of 
courſe, where there is hardly ſuch a Thing 
as being merry, but at another's Expence; yet 
by a publick and uncommon Juſtice to the 
Dutcheſs of Ormond, Her Name has never been 
mention'd, but as it ought, tho*' She has Beauty 
enough to provoke Detraction from the Faireſt 
of Her own Sex, and Virtue enough to make 
the Looſe and Diffolute of the other (a very 
formidable Party) Her Enemies. Inftead of this, 
they 
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agree to ſay nothing of Her but what She 
9258 That Her Spiel is worthy of Her 
Birth; Her Sweetneſs, of the Love and Reſpect 
of all the World; Her Piety, of her Religion; 
Her Service, of Her Royal Miſtreſs ; and Her 
Beauty and Truth, of her Loid; that in ſhort 
every Part of Her Character is Juſt, and that 
She is the beſt Reward for one of the greateſt 
Heroes this Age has produc'd. This, Madam, 
is what You muſt allow People every where 
to fay; thoſe whom You ſhall leave behind 
You in England will have ſomething further 
to add, the Loſs we ſhall ſuffer by Your 
GRrace's Journey to Ireland; the Queen's Plea- 
ſure, and the Impatient Wiſhes of that Nation, 
are about to deprive us of Two of our publick 
Ornaments. But there is no arguing againſt 
Reaſons . ſo prevalent as theſe. Thoſe who ſhall 
lament Your Grace's Abſence will yet ac- 
_ in the Wiſdom and Juſtice of her 
TajesTY's Choice: Among all whoſe Royal 
Favours none could be ſo agreeable, upon a 


thouſand Accounts, to that People, as the Duke 


of Ormond, With what Joy, what Acclama- 
tions ſhall meet a Governor, who, beſide 
their former igations to his Family, has fo 
lately ventur'd His Life and Fortune for their 
Preſervation ! What Duty, what Submiſſion ſhall 
they not pay to that Authority which the Queen 
has delegated to 2 Perſon fo dear to em? And 
with what Honour, what Reſpect ſhall they 
receive your GRACE, when they look upon 
You as the Nobleſt and Beſt Pattera Her 
Majesry cou'd fend 'em, of Her own Roya! 
Goodneſs, and Perſonal Virtues? They ſhall 
behold Your Grace with the ſame Pleaſure 


A4 the 
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the Engliſh ſhall take whenever it ſhall be 
their good Fortune Alt is; _ 14 
to Your Native Country. In England 
GRACE is become ' a publick Concern; and 
as your going away will be attended with a 
* Sorrow, ſo Your Return ſhall give 

as general a Joy; and to none of thoſe many, 
more than to, 


M ap a vm, 


Yr GRACE: 
moſ? obedient, and 


m/ Humble Servant, 


NIC. ROWE, 


PRO L O G U E. 


Spoken by Mr. BETT ERTO. 


ONG has the Fate of Kings and Empires been 
The common Bus ne/s of the Tragick Scene, 
As if Misfortane mad: the T brone her Seat, 
And none con d be , but the Great. 
Dearly, tis true, each buys the Crown he wvears, 
And many are the mighty Monarch's Cares : 
By foreign Foes and bred Factions preſt, 
Feu are the Foys he knows, and fbort his Hours of Reft. 
Stories lite theſe ⁊uith Wonder wwe may bear; 
But far remote, and in a higher Sphere, 
We n&er can pity what we ne er can ſhare ; 


Like diſtant Battles of the Pole and Swede, a 


Which frugal Citizens oer Coffee read, 
Careleſs fer æubo ſhould fail ar who ſucceed. 
Therefore an humble Theme our Aut bor choſe, 
A melancholy Tale of private Woes : 
No Princes here loft Royalty bemoan, 
But you ſhall meet _ Sorrows like your oc * 
Here fee imperious Lewe his Vaſſals treat, 
As hardly at Ambition does the Great; 
See hoxw ſucceeding Paſſions rage by Turns, 
How fierce the Youth with Toy and Rapture burns, 
Aid beau to Death, fer Beauty oft, he mourss. 

Let no nice Taſte the Poet's Art arraign, 
If Jome frail vicious Characters he feign : 

bo writes hn d ſtill let Nature be his Care, 
Mix Shades with Lights, and nou paint all Things fair, 
But ſhew you Men and Women as they are. 
With Deference to the Fair he bade me /ay, 
Feru to Perfetion ever found the Way : 
Many in many Parts are known texce!, 
But tavere too hard for one to at all well ; 
Hhom juſtly Life would through each Scene commeud, 
T be Maid the Wife, the Miftre/5, and the Friend : 
This Age, "tis true, has one great Inſtance ſeen, 
And Head in Fuſtice made that One a Queer. 


Ag Drama- 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


MEN. 


Sciolto, a Neobleman of Genoa, 
Father to C li t Fate. Bow man. 


Altamont, a young Lord, in Lowe with 
Caliſta, and defign'd her Huſband þ Mr. Verbruggen. 


Horatio, his F riend. Mr . Betterton. 


3 - Wh Lord, and Enemy 9 My. Powel. 


Roſſano, his Friend. Mr. Baily. 
WOMEN, 
Caliſta, Daughter to Sciolto. Ars. Barry. 


Lavinia, Siffer to Altamont, and ; 
Wife to Horatio, F Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Lucilla, Confident to Caliſta. Mrs. Prince. 


Servants to Sciolto. 


SCENE, Sciolto's Palace and Garden, with ſeane 
Part of the Street, near it in Genoa. 


THE 


THE 


FAIR PENITENF. 


I OY 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
A Garden belonging to Sciolto's Palace. 


Euter Altamont and Horatio. 


ALTAMONT. 


E T this auſpicious Day be ever ſacred, 
| No Mourning, no Misfortunes happen on it ; 
Let it be mark'd for Triumphs and Rejoicings; 
Let happy Lovers ever make it holy, 
Chooſe it to bleſs their Hopes, and crown their Wiſhes, 
This happy Day that gives me my Caliſta. 
Hor. Yes, Altamont ; to-day thy better Stars 
Are join'd to ſhed their kindeſt Influence on thee ; 
Sciolto's noble Hand that rais'd thee firit, 
Half dead and drooping o'er thy Father's Grave, 
Compleats its Bounty, and reſtores thy Name 
To that high Rank and Luftre which it boaſted, 
Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot 
Te Merit of thy God-like Father's Arms; 


Before 
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Before that Country which he long had ſerv'd, 

In watchful Counſels, and in Winter Camps, 

Had caſt off his white Age to Want and Wretchedneſs, 
And made their Court to Factions by his Ruin. 

Alt. Oh, Scialto / Oh, my more than Father! 
ond | _ __ Gy voy — 

y eager Heart ſprings up, with Joy. 
When I forget 0s val ved Debt I > - : 
Forget! (bur 'tis impoſſible) then let me 
Forget the Uſe and Privilege of Reaſon, 

Be driven from the Commerce of Mankind, 

To wander in the Deſart among Brutes, 

To bear the various Fury of the Seaſons, | 
The Night's unwholſome Dew and Noon-day's Heat, 
To be the Scorn of Earth, and Curſe of Heav'n, 

Her. So open, ſo unbounded was his Goodneſs, 
It reach'd even me, becauſe I was thy Friend. 
When that great Man I lov'd, thy noble Father 
Bequzath'd thy gentle Siſter to my Arms, 

His laſt dear Pledge and ny of Friendſhip ; 
That happy Tye made me Sczolto's Son; 

He call's us his, and with a Parent's Fondneſs 
Indulg'd us in his Wealth, bleſs'd us with Plenty, 
Heal'd all our Cares, and ſweeten'd Love itſelf. 
Alt. By Heav'n, he found my Fortunes fo abandon'd, 
That nothing but a Miracle could raiſe em; 

My Father's Bounty, and the State's Ingratitude, 
Had ftripp'd him bare, nor leit him e'en a Grave; 
Undone myſelf, and finking with his Ruin, 

I had no Wealth to bring, nothing to ſuccour him, 
But fruitleſs Tears. 

Her. Yet what thou couldſt thou didſt, 

a didſt it like a Son; when his hard Creditors, 
Irg'd and aſſiſted by Leotharic's Father, 

(Foe to thy Houſe, and Rival of their Greatneſs) 

By Sentence of the cruel Law forbid 

His venerable Corps to reſt in Earth, 

Thou gav'ſt thyſelf a Ranſom for his Bones; 

With Piety uncommon, didſt give up 

* 


Thy hopeful Youth to Slaves ne er knew Mercy, 
Sour, 


1 
ö 
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Sour, unrelenting, Money-loving Villains, 
Who h at human Nature Forgiveneſs, 
And are Fiends the Factors of Deſtruction. 
Heav'n, who beheld the pions AR, approv'd it, 
And bade Sciolto's Bounty be its Proxy, 

To bleſs thy filial Virtue with Abundance. 

Ale. But fee he comes, the Author of my Happineſs, 
The Man who ſav'd my Life from deadly Sorrow, 
Who bids my Days be bleſt with Peace and Plenty, 
And ſatisfies my Soul with Love and Beauty. 


Enter Sciolto, he runs to Altamont and embraces him. 


Sci. Joy to thee, Altamont ! Joy to myſelf! 

oy to this happy Morn, that makes thee mine, 

'hat kindly grants what Nature had deny'd me, 
And makes me Father of a Son like thee. 

Alt. My Father! Oh let me unlade my Breaſt, 
Pour out the Fulneſs of my Soul before vou; 

Shew ev'ry tender, every grateful Thought, 

This wond”'rous Goodneſs ſtirs. But 'tis impoſſible, 
And utterance all is vile; fince I can only 

Swear you reign here, but never tel] how much. 

Sci. It is enough; I know thee, thou art honeſt ; 
Goodneſs innate, and Worth hereditary 
Are in thy Mind ; thy noble Father's Virtues, 

Spring freſhly forth, and bloſſom in thy Youth. 

Al. Thus Heav'n from nothing rais'd his fair Creation, 
And then with wond'rous Joy beheld its Beauty, 
Well pleas'd to fee the Excellence he gave. 

Sci. O noble Youth ! I ſwear fince firſt I knew thee, 
Ev'n from that Day of Sorrow when I ſaw thee, 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial Tears, 

The Mourner and Redeemer of thy Father, 

I fet thee down and ſeal'd thee for my own : 

Thou art my Son, ev'n near me as Calif a. 

Huratis and Lavinia too are mine; Embraces Hcr. 

All are my Children, and ſhall ſhare my Heart; 

But wherefore waſte we thus this happy Dey ? 

The laughing Minutes ſummon thee to Joy, 

And wita new Pleaiures court thee as they = 
Y 
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Thy waiting Bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, 
And ſwears thou com'ſt not with a Bridegroom's Haſte. 

Alt. Oh ! cou'd I hope there was one Thought of 

Altament, 

One kind Remembrance in Calif a's Breaſt, 
The Winds, with all their Wings, would be too flow 
To bear me to her Feet. For oh! my Father, 
Amidſt the Stream of Joy that bears me on, 
Bleſt as I am, and honour'd in your Friendſhip, 
There is one Pain that hangs upon my Heart. 

Sci. What means my Son ? 

Alt. When at your Interceſſion, 
Laſt Night Califa yielded to my Happineſs, 

aſt ere we parted, as I ſeal'd my Vows 

ith Rapture on her Lips, I found her cold, 
As a dead Lover's Statue on his Tomb; =— 
A riſing Storm of Paſſion ſhook her Breaſt, 
Her Eyes a piteous Show'r of Tears let fall, 
And then ſhe ſigh'd as if her Heart were breaking. 
With all the tendereſt Eloquence of Love | 
I begg'd to be a Sharer in her Grief: 
But ſhe, with Looks averſe, and Eyes that froze me, 
Sadly reply'd, her Sorrows were her own, 
Nor in a Father's Power to diſpoſe of. 

Sci. Away! it is the Cozenage of their Sex, 
One of the common Arts they practiſe on us: 
To figh and weep, then when their Hearts beat high 
With ExpeQation of the coming Joy. 
'Thou in Camps and fighting Fields been bred, 
Unknowing in the Subtleties of Women ; : 
The Virgin Bride, who ſwoons with deadly Fear, 
To ſee the End of all her Wiſhes near, 
When bluſhing from the Light and publick Eyes, 
To the kind Covert of the Night ſhe flies, 
With equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves, 
Melts in his Arms, and with a Looſe ſhe loves. [ Exe. 


The Fain PENITEN T. 
Enter Lothario and Roſſano. 


Lieb. The Father, and the Huſband ! 
Rofj. Let them paſs; 
They ſaw us not. 
Loth. I care not if they did, 
Ere long I mean to meet *em Face to Face, 
And gall 'em with my Triumph o'er Caii/ta. 
Rofſ. You lov'd her once. 
Loth. I lik'd her, wou'd have marry'd her, 
But that it pleas'd her Father to refuſe me, 
To make this honourable Fool her Huſband : 
For which, if I forget him, may the Shame 
1 mean to brand his Name with, ſtick on mine. 
Rofſ. She, gentle Soul, was kinder than her Father. 
L:th. She was, and oft in private gave me hearing. 
Till by long liſt 'ning to the ſoothing Tale, 
At length her eaſy Heart was wholly mine. 
Rf. I have heard you oft deſcribe her, Haughty, 
Inſolent, 
And fierce with high Diſdain; it moves my Wonder, 
That Virtue thus Fefended, ſhould be yielded 
A Prey to looſe Deſires. | 
Loch. Hear then, I'll tell thee. 
Once in a lone and ſecret Hour of Night, 
When ev'ry Eye was clos'd, and the pale Moon 
And Stars alone, ſhone conſcious of the Theft, 
Hot with the Ty/can Grape, and high in Blood, 
Hap'ly I ftole unheeded to her Chamber. 
Roff. That Minute ſure was lucky. 
Loth. Oh! 'twas great! 
I found the fond, believing, love - ſick Maid, 
Looſe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of Wiſhes ; 
Fierceneſs and Pride, the Guardians of her Honour, 
Were charm'd toreſt, and Love alone was waking. 
Within her riſing Boſom all was calm, 
As peaceful Seas ti vt know no Storms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by Tides. 
1 ſnatch'd the glorious, golden Opportunity, 
Aud 
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And with prevailing, youthful Ardor preſt her, 
Till with ſhort Sighs, and murmuring Reluctance, 
The yielding Fair One gave me perfect Happineſs. 
Ev'n all the live-long Night we paſs'd in Bliſs, 
In Ecſtaſies too fierce to laſt for ever; 
At length the Morn, and cold Indifference came ; 
When fully ſated with the luſcious Banquet, 
I haftily took leave, and left the Nymp 
To think on what was paſt, and figh alone. 
Rofſ. You ſaw her ſoon again? 
Loth. Too ſoon I ſaw her: 
For oh! that Meeting was not like the former ; 
I found my Heart no more beat high with Tranſport, 
No more I ſigh'd, and languiſh'd for Enjoyment ; 
*Twas paſt, and Reaſon took her Turn to reign, 
While ev*'ry Weakneſs fell before her Throne. 
Rofſ. What of the Lady? 
Leth. With uneaſy Fondneſs 
She hung upon me, wept, and figh'd and ſwore 
She was undone ; talk*d of a Prieſt, and Marriage 
Of flying with me from her Father's Pow'r ; 
Call'd ev'ry Saint and blefſed Angel down, 
To witneſs for her that ſhe was my Wife. 
I ſtarted at that Name. 
Rofſ. What Anſwer made you? 
Loth. None; but pretending ſudden Pain and Illneſs 
Eſcap'd the 1 LE Nights ſince, 
By Meſſage urg d, an uent Importunity, 
Ay 7 4 Straight with Tears and Agbs, 
ich ſwelling Breaſts, with Swooning, with Diſtraction, 
With all the Subtilties and erful Arts 
Of wilful Woman lab'ring for her Purpoſe, 
Again ſhe told the ſame dull nauſeous Tale. 
Unmov'd, I beggꝰ d her ſpare th' ungrateful Subject, 
Since I refolv'd, that Love and Peace of Mind 
Might flouriſh long inviolate betwixt us, 
Never to load it with the Marriage Chain : 
That I would ſtill retain her in n Heart, 
My ever geatle Miſtreſs and my Friend ; 
But | 


5 
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* — — of Wife and 1 — 

meant IIl- nature, Cares, and Quarrels. 

Raf. How bore ſhe this Reply ? by 
Lach. Ev'n as the Earth, 


When (Winds pent up, or eating Fires beneath 
Shaking th the Maſs) ſhe labours with Deſtruction. 

At firſt her was dumb, and wanted Words, 

But when the Storm found Way, 'twas wild and loud, 


Mad as the Priefteſs of the 
Enthuſiaſtick Paſſion ſwell'd her Breaft, 
Enlarg'd her Voice, and ruffled all her Form; 
Proud, and diſdainful of the Love I proffer'd, 
She call'd me Villain! Monſter! Betrayer ! 
At laſt, in very Bitterneſs of Soul, 
With deadly Imprecations on herſelf, 
She vow'd ſeverel ne er to fee me more; 
Then bid me — —— 1 obey d, 
— bowin grow cool at leiſure. 

— — — — — 


, elſe why this Meſſage, 
To meet the Keeper of hr Secrets her 
This 3 


Perſon whom you nam'd, 
Enter Lucilla. 


Well, my Ambaſſadreſs, what muſt we treat of? 
Come you to menace War and proud Defiance, 
Or od the peaceful Ay your Meſſage ? 
Is your fair Miſtreſs Does ſhe ſoften ? 
And muſt we love again? — 1 — ſhe means 
To treat in juncture with her new Ally, 
And make her Huſband Party to th* Agreement. 
Luc. Is this well done, my Lord? Have you put of 
All Senſe of human Nature? keep a little, 
A little Pity to diſtinguiſh Manhood, 
Leſt other Men, tho” cruel, ſhould diſclaim you, 
And judge you to be number'd with the Brutes. 
Lath. I fee thou'ft learnt to rail. 
Luc. Pve learnt tow 


That Leſſon my fad Miſtreſs often gives me: 


By 


r 
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By Day ſhe ſeeks ſome melancholy Shade, 

'To hide her Sorrows from the prying World ; 

At Night ſhe watches all the long long Hours, 

And liſtens to the Winds and beating Rain, 

With Sighs as loud, and Tears that Full as faſt. - 

Then ever and anon ſhe wrings her Hands, 

And cries, falſe! falſe Lothario/ 

_ Oh, no more ! 1 15 
wear thou'lt ſpoil thy pretty Face with Crying. 

And thou haſt — An may make thy — : 

Some keeping Cardinal ſhall dote upon thee, | 
And barter his Church Treaſure for thy Freſhneſs. {| 
Luc. What! ſhall I fell my Innocence and Youtb, 

For Wealth or Titles, to perfidious Man ! 
To Man! who makes his Mirth of our Undoing ! 
The baſe, profeſt Betrayer of our Sex ! 
Let me grow old in all Misfortunes elſe, 
Rather than know the Sorrows of Caliſta. 
Loth. Does ſhe ſend thee to chide in her behalf? 
I ſwear thou doſt it with ſo good a Grace, 
That I could almoſt love thee for thy frowning. 
Luc. Read there, my Lord, there, in her own fad 
Lines, — 4 Letter. 
Which beſt can tell the Story of her Woes, 
That Grief of Heart which your Unkindneſs gives her. 
Your Cruelty—Obediezce to my Father — gi ve my Hand 
to Altamont. 
By Heav'n ! 'tis well! ſach ever be the Gifts, 
With which [I greet the Man whom mySoul hates. de. 
But to go on! 
iſp —— Hear. Honour ——too Faith. 
Weakneſs —to-morrow — laſt Trouble Je Caliſta. 
Women I ſee can change, as well as Men; 
She writes me here, forſaken as I am, 
That I ſhould bind my Brows with mournful Willow, 
For ſhe has giv'n her Hand to Altamont : 
Yet tell the Fair Inconſtant 
Luc. How, my Lord! 
Loth. Nay, no more angry Words: ſay to 9 
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The humbleſt of her Slaves ſhall wait her Pleaſure ; 
If ſhe can leave her happy Huſband's Arms, 
To think upon fo loft a Thing as I am. 

Luc. Alas! for Pity come with gentler Looks : 
Wound not her Heart with this unmanly Triumph ; 
And the? you love her not, yet ſwear you do, 

So ſhall Diſſembling once be virtuous in you. 

Lath. Ha! who comes here? 

Lac. The Bridegroom's Friend, Horatio. 
He muſt not ſee us here? to-morrow early 
Be at the Garden Gate. 

Leth. Bear to my Love 
My kindeſt Thought, and ſwear I will not fail her. 

[Lothario putting up the Letter haſtily, drops it 
as he goes out, 
[ Exernt — and Roſſano ene V ay, 
Lucilla another. 


Euter Horatio. 
Her. Sure tis the very Error of my Eyes; 
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario 5 
He ſeem'd conferring with Califa's Woman: 
At my Approach they ſtarted, and retir'd. 
What Buſineſs cou'd he have here, and with her; 
I know he bears the noble Altamont 


4 b; 
Ha! To Lothario /— 3 * Ce Name. 
Opening it. 
Confuſion and Misfortunes ! [ Reads, 


Cruelty has at length determined me, and I hae 

re/oly'd this Morning to yield a perſect Obedicnce to 

my Father, and to g:ve my Hand to 22 in ſpite of 

my Weakne/s for the falſe Lothario. I con almaj? with 

1 had that Heart and that Honour to be/ow with ity 
which you have robb'd me of 


Damnation! to the reſt—— Reads agaen. 


But 
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But oh ! I fear could I retrieve em, I ſhould again be un- 
done by the too fuithleſs, yet tos lovely Lothario. This is 
the laſt Weakneſs of my Pen, and to-morrow fhall be the 
laſt in which I will indulge my Eyes. Lucilla Hall con- 
dud you, if you are hind enough to let me fee you ; it ſhall 
be the laſt Trouble you Hall meet with from 


The loſt Caliſta. 


The loſt indeed! for thou art gone as far 

As there can be Perdition. Fire and Sulphur ! 
Hell is the fole Avenger of ſuch Crimes. 

Oh, that the Ruin were but all thy own ! 

Thou wilt ev'n make thy Father curſe his Age: 
At fight of this black Scroll, the gentle Aamont 
For oh! I know his Heart is ſet upon thee) 

hall droop, and hang his diſcontented Head, 
Like Merit ſcorn'd by infolent Authority, 

And never the Publick with his Virtues, 
Perhaps ev'n now he fondly on her, 
And thinking Soul _ Body both alike, 
Bleſſes the perfect Workmanſhip of Heav'n ; 
Then fighing, to his ev'ry Care ſpeaks Peace, 
And bids his Heart be ſatisfy'd with Happineſs. 

Oh, wretched Huſband ! while ſhe about thee 
With idle Blandiſhments, and plays the fond one, 
ving Riot, ; 

And while the claſps thee cloſe makes thee a Monfer. 

What if I give this Paper to her Father ? 

Ie fhllows thee is Jufliee deems her dead, 

And breaks his Heart with Sorrow ; hard Return, 
For all the Good his Hand has heap'd on us: 
Hold, let me take a Moment's Thought. — 


Lav. My Lord! | 
Truſt me, it joys my Heart that I have found you. 
Enquiring wherefore you had left the Company, 
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Before my Brother's Nuptial Rites were ended ; 
They told me you had felt ſome ſudden Illneſs ; 
Where are you ſick ? Is it your Head? your Hater 7 
Tell me, my Love, and eaſe my anxious Thoughts, 
That I in my Arms, 
"hr Te to Reſt, T 4 your Pain. 

It were unj o, let my Friend, 

the fatal Secret in my =—_ 6 

If him that which will — his Quiet. 

"== What means my Lord ? 

Hor. Ha! ſaidſt thou, my Lawina ? 

Hons Alas! you know not what you make me ſuffer; 
Why are you pale? Why did you ſtart and tremble ? 
Whence i is 1 2 ? And wherefore are your Eyes 
Severely rais'd to Heav'n ? The fick Man thus, 
Acknowledgi ng the Summons of his Fate 
Lifts up his fee "feeble Hands and Eyes for Mercy, 

And with Confufion thinks upon his Audit. 

Her. Oh no! thou haſt miſtook my Sickneſs quite, 
Theſe Pangs are of the Soul. Wou'd I had met 
Sh Convulſions, ſpotted Peſtilence, | 
Or any other — Ay to Life, 

Rather than hea this Load of Thought. 

Lav. A than ore Wherefore turn you from me ? 
Why did you falſly call me your Lavinia? 

And ſwear I was Horatio's better Half, 
Since now you mourn unkindly by yourſelf, 


Ard eb me of wy Purmertlp of dan 


Happineſs with + hy | 
my wi 
And bd pa wherefore ſhould I give thee Pain ? 


They ſpare me, I conjure thee; aſk no farther ; 
"Allow 
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Allow my melancholy Thoughts this Privilege, 
And * brood in ſecret — their — 
Lav. It is enough ; chide not, and all is well; 
Forgive me if I ſaw you ſad, Horatio, 
And aſk'd to weep out Part of your Misfortunes : 
I wo'not preſs to know what you forbid me. 
Yet, my loy'd Lord, yet you muſt grant me this, 
Forget your Cares for this one happy Day, 
Devote this Day to Mirth, and to your Altamont ; 
For his dear ſake let Peace be in your Looks. 
Ev'n now the jocund Bridegroom wants your Wiſhes, 
He thinks the Prieſt has but half bleſt his Marriage, 
Till his Friend hails him with the Sound of Joy. 
Hor. Oh never! never! never! thou art innocent: 
Simplicity from 11], ; gw native Truth, 
And Candor of the Mind adorn thee ever ; 
But there are ſuch, ſuch falſe ones in the World, 
' would fill thy gentle Soul with wild Amazement 
To hear their Story told. 
Lav. Fal.e ones, my Lord? 
Hor. Fatally fair they are, and in their Smiles 
The Graces, little Loves, and young Defires inhabit; 
But all that gaze upon em are undone ; 
For they are falſe, luxurious in their A i 
And all the Heav'n 2 
One Lover to another ſtill ſueceeds, 
Another, and another after that, 
And the laſt Fool ts welcome as the former : 
"Till having lov'd his Hour out, he gives place, 
And mingles with the Herd that went before him. 
Lav. Can there beſuch ? And have they Peace of Mind? 
Have they in all the Series of their changing 
One happy Hour? If Women are ſuch things, 
How was I form'd ſo different from my Sex! 
My little Heart is fatisfy'd with you; 
You take up all the Room, as in a Cottage 
Which harbours ſome benighted pr y Stranger, 
Where the good Man, proud | Hoſpitality, 
Yields all his homely Dwelling to his Gueſt, 
And hardly keeps a Corner for himſelf. 
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Hor. Oh, were they all like thee Men would adore em, 
And all the Bus'nefs of their Lives be loving; 
The Nuptial Band ſhould be the Pledge of 
And all Domeſtick Cares and Quarrels ceaſe ; 
The World ſhou'd learn to love by Virtuous Rules, 
And Marriage be no more the Jeſt of Fools. [ Exeunt. 


Pe Denen 
ATE IL SCANS TL 
. 


Enter Caliſta and Lucilla. 


Call s5T <4 


E dumb for ever, filent as the Grave, 

Nor let thy fond officious Love diſturb 
My ſalemn Sadneſs, with the Sound of Joy. 
If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal Tale 
Of pining Diſcontent, and black Deſpair ; 
For oh | Pre gone around through all my Thoughts, 
But all are Indignation, Love or Shame, | 
And my dear Peace of Mind is loſt Or ever. 

Luc. Why do you follow ſtill that wand'ring Fire, 
That has miſled your weary Steps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a Wilderneſs of Woe ? 

That falſe Lothario Turn from the Deceiver ; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, 

Kind as the ſofteſt Virgin of our Sex, 

And faithful as the fimple Village-Swain, 

That never knew the courtly Vice of changing, 
Sighs at your Feet, and wooes you to . 

Cal. Away, I think not of him. My fad Soul 
Has form'd a diſmal melancholy Scene, 

Such a Retreat as I wou'd with to find; 


An 
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An panges Fame. Came with Trace 
Moſſy old, within loneſome Shade 
Ravens, and Birds ill-omen'd, only dwell ; 
No Sound to break the Silence, but a Brook 
That bubbling winds among the Weeds : no Mark 
Of any human Shape that had been there, 
Unleſs a Skeleton of ſome poor Wretch, 
Who had long fince, like me, by Love undone, 
Sought that ſad Place out to defpair and die in. 
Luc. Alas for Pity ! 
Cal. There I fain wou'd hide me 
From the baſe World, from Malice, and from Shame; 
For tis the ſolemn Counſel of my Soul, 
Never to live with publick Loſs of Honour : 
*Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the Inſolence 
Of each affected She that tells my Story, 
And biaiies her prod Stare that the is viomons. 
To be a Tale for Fools! Scorn'd by the Women, 
And pity'd by the Men! Oh inſupportable ! 
Luc. Can you perceive the manifeſt Deſtruction, 
The gym 
And yet ru 
Oh, 


Fate, 
And this one Interview ſhall end my Cares. 
My lab'ring Heart that ſwells with Indignation, 
Giſcharge the Burden 3 that once done, 
The buſy Thang reſt withia its Cell, 
never beat again. | 


to that : 
Paſton of our Souls, 

ke narrow that riſe with ſudden Show'rs, 

It ſwells in haſte, and falls again as foon ! * 


1 
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Still as it ebbs the ſofter Thoughts flow in, 
And the Deceiver Love ſupplies its Place. 

Cal. I have been wrong'd enough to arm my Temper 
gainſt the ſmooth Delufion ; but alas ! 


A 
(Chide not my Weakneſs, gentle Maid, but pity me) 
A Woman's Softneſs hangs about me till : 

Then let me bluſh, and tell thee all my Folly. 

I ſwear I could not fee the dear Betrayer 


Kneel at my Feet, and ſigh to be forgiven, 
But my relenting Heart would on all, 
And quite forget twas he that undone me. 

Luc. Ye ſacred Powers, whoſe gracious Providence 
Is watchful for our Good, guard me from Men, 
From their deceitful Tongues, their Vows and Flatterics ; 
Still let me paſs neglected by their Eyes, 

Let my Bloom wither, and my Form decay, 
That none may think it worth his while to ruin me, 
And fatal Love may never be my Bane. - 

Cal. Ha! Altamont? Caliſta, now be wary, 

And guard thy Soul's Acceſſes with diſſembling, 
Nor let this hoſtile Huſband*s Eyes explore 

The warring Paſſions, and tumultuous Thoughts, 
That rage within thee, and deform thy Reaſon. 


Enter Altamont. 


Alt. Be gone, my Cares, I give you to the Winds, 
Far to be borne, far from the - py Altamont ; 
For from this ſacred Ara of my — 
A better Order of ſucceeding Days 
Come ſmiling forward, white and lucky all. 
Caliſla is the Miſtreſs of the Vear, 
She crowns the Seaſons with auſpicious Beauty, 


And bids ev'n all my Hours be and joytul. 


Cal. If I was ever Miſtreſs of ſuch Happineſs, 
Oh! wherefore did I play th' unthrifty Fool. 
And waſting all on rs, leave myſelf 
Without one Thought of Joy to give me Comfort? 
Ale. Oh, mighty Love! Shall that fair Face proſane 
This thy great Feſtival with 8 and Sadneſs! 
I ſwear 
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I ſwear it ſha'not be, for I will wooe thee 
With Sighs ſo moving, with ſo warm a Tranſport, 
That thou ſhalt catch the gentle Flame from me, 
And kindle into Joy. 

Cal. ] tell thee, Aitamont, 
Such Hearts as ours were never pair'd above, 
III- ſuited to each other; join'd not match'd; 
Some ſullen Influence, a Foe to both, 
Has wrought this fatal Marriage, to undo us. 
Mark but the Frame and Temper of our Minds, 
How very much we differ. Ev'n this Day, 
That fills thee with ſuch Ecſtaſy and Tranſport, 
To me brings nothing that ſhould make me bleſs it, 
Or think 2 than the Day before, 
Or any other in the Courſe of time, 
That dully took its Turn, and was forgotten. 

Alt. If to behold thee as my Pledge of Happineſs, 
To know none fair, none excellent, beſide thee ; 
If ſtill to love thee with unweary'd Conſtancy, 
Through ev'ry Seaſon, ev'ry Change of Lite, 
Throughwrinkled Age, throughSickneſs and Misfortune, 
Ee worth the leaſt Return of grateiul Love, 
O then let my Caliſta bleſs this Day, 
And ſet it down for happy. 

Cal. Tis the Day 
tn which my Father gave my Hand to 4tamont ; 
i: ſuch I will remember it for ever. 


Enter Sciolto, Horatio, ard Lavinia. 


Sci. Let Mirth go on, let Pleaſure know no Pauſe, 
But fill up every Minute of thi: Day. 
„is yours, my Children, facred to your Loves; 
"Che glorious Sun himſelf for you looks gay; 
He mines for Altamont and for Califta. 
Let there be Muſick, let the Maſter touch 
The ſprightly String, and ſoftly-breathing Flute, 
"Till Harmony rouſe ev'ry gentle Paſſion, 
each the cold Maid to loſe her Fears in Love, 
Aud the Berce Youth to languiſh at her Feet. ; 

Begin: 
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Begin: ev'n Age itſelf is chear'd with Mufick ; 

It wakes a giad Remembrance of our Youth, 

Calls back paſt Joys, and warms us into Tranſport. 
[ Here an Entertainment of Mufic and Dancing. 


S ON G. 
By Mr. Cox REV x. 
I. 


Af flay! ah turn! ah, wwhither would you fly, 
Too charming, too relentleſs Maia? 
I follows not to Conquer, but to Die; 


You of the Fearful are afraid. 
II. 


In vai I call; for ſhe like fleeting Air, 
When preſt by ſome tempeſtuous Wind, 
Flies jwifter from the Veice of my Deſpair, 

Nor cajis one pitying Lok behind. 


Sci. Take Care my Gates be open, bid all welcome; 
All who rejoice with me to-day are Friends ; 
Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and ſwell the Feaſt with Mirth, 
The ſprightly Bowl ſhall chearfully go round, 
None ſhall be grave, nor too ſeverely wiſe ; 
Loſſes and Diſappointments, Cares and Poverty, 
The rich Man's Inſolence, and great Man's Scorn, 
In Wine ſhall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh! grant, ye Powers, that I may ſee theſe happy, 

[ Peinting to Alt. and Caliſta. 
Compleatly bleſt, and I have Life enough; 
And leave the reſt indifferently to Fate, 
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Mane: Horatio. 


Her. What if, while all are here intent on revelling. 


I 4 went forth, and ſought Lothario ? 

This Letter may be forg'd ; perhaps the Wantonneſs 
Of his vain Youth, to ftain a Lady's Fame; 

Perhaps his Malice to diſturb my Friend. 

Oh no! my Heart forebodes it muſt be truc. 
Methought ev'n now I mark'd the Starts of Guilt 
That ſhook her Soul; tho' damn'd Diſſimulation 
Skreen'd her dark Thoughts, and ſet to publick View 
A ſpecious Face of Innocence and Beauty. 

O, falſe r What is all our Sovereignty, 
Our boaſted Pow'r? when they oppoſe their Arts, 
Still they prevail, and we are found their Fools. 
With ſuch ſmooth Looks, and many a gentle Word, 
The firſt fair She beguil'd her eaſy Lord; 

Too blind with Love and Beauty to beware, 

He fell unthinking in the fatal Snare; 

Nor could believe that ſuch a heav*'nly Face 

Had bargain'd with the Devil, to damn her wretched 
Race, [ Exit. 


Too & = Wo * 
The Street near Sciolto's Palace. 


Enxter Lothario and Roſſano. 


Lerb. TO tell thee then the Purport of my Thoughts, 
The Lofs of this fond Paper would not give me 

A Moment of Diſquiet, were it not 

My, Inftrument of Vengeance on this Altamont ; 

Therefore I mean to wait ſome Opportunity 

Of ſpeaking with the Maid we ſaw this * 
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Rog. I wiſh you, Sir, to think the Danger 
Of being ſeen; to Day their Fri are round 'em. 
And any Eye that lights by chance on you, 

Shall put your Life and Safety to the Hazard. 


T hey con \ 
Enter Horatio. ern een 


Hor. Still I muſt doubt ſome My of Miſchief, 
Some Artiſice beneath. Lothario's Father 
I know him well, he was ſagacious, cunning, 
Fluent in Words, and bold in peaceful Counſels, 
But of a cold, unactive Hand in War; 
Vet with theſe Coward's Virtues he undid 
My unſuſpecting, valiant, honeſt Friend. 
This Son, if Fame miſtakes not, is more hot. 
More open and unartful— Ha! he's here! [ See: bim. 
Letb. Damnation! He again !— This ſecond Lime 
To day be has croſt me like my evil Genius. 
Hor. I ſought you, Sir. 
Loth. "Tis well then I am found. 
Hor. "Tis well you are: The Man who wrongs my 
Friend 
To the Earth's utmoſt Verge would I purſue ! 
No place, tho” e'er fo holy, ſhould protect him; | 
No Shape that artful Fear e er form'd ſhould hide him, 
Till he fair Anſwer made, and did me Juſtice. 
Loth. Ha! doſt thou know me? that I am Lothario? 
As great a Name as this proud City boaſts of. 
Who is this mighty Man then, this Heratio, 
That I ſhould ly hide me from his Anger, 
Left he ſhould chide me for his Friend's Diſpleaſure ? 
Her. The Brave, tis true, do never ſhun the Light, 
Juſt are their Thoughts, and open are their Tempers, 
Freely without Diſguiſe they love and hate, 
Still are they found in the fair Face of Day, 
And Heav'n and Men are Judges of their Actions. 
Loth. Such let em be of mine; there's not a Purpoſe 
Which my Soul ever fram'd, or my Hand acted, 
But I could well have bid the World look on, 
Aud what I once durſt do, have dar'd to juſtify, 
B 3 Hor. 
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Her. Where was this open Boldneſs, this free Spirit? 
When but this very Morning I ſurpris'd thee, 
In baſe, diſhoneſt Privacy, conſulting 
And bribing a poor mercenary Wretch, 
To fell her Lady's Secrets, ſtain her Honor, 
And with a forg'd Contrivance blaſt her Virtue : — 
At Sight of me thou fled'ſt! 
Laib. Ha! fled from thee ? 
Her. Thou fled'ſt, and Guilt was on thee, like a Thief, 
A Pilferer deſcry'd in ſome dark Corner, 
Who there had lodg'd with miſchievous Intent 
To rob and ravage at the Hour of Reſt, 
And do a midnight Muider on the Sleepers. 
Loh. Slave! Villain! 
[Offers ts draw, Roſſano holds him. 
Ref. Hold, my Lord! think where you e, 
Think how unſafe and hurtful to your Honour 
It were to urge a Quarrel in this Place, 
And ſhock the peaceful City with a Broil, 
Leth. _ ſince thou doit provoke my Vengeance, 
cnow, 
J would not for this City's Wealth, for all 
Which the Sea wafts to our Ligurian Shore, 
Bat that the Joys I reap'd with that fond Wanton, 
The Wife of Atament, ſhould be as public 
As is the Noon-day Sun, Air, Earth, or Water, 
Or any common Benefit of Nature: 
Think'ſt thou I meant the Shame ſhould be conceal'd ? 
Oh no! by Hell and Vengeance, all I wanted 
Was ſome fit Meſſenger to bear the News 
To the dull doting Huſband : Now I have found him, 
And thou art he. 
Hor. I hold thee baſe enough 
To break through Law, and ſpurn at ſacred Order, 
And do a brutal Injury like this; 
Yet mark me well, young Lord; I think Cala 
Too nice, too noble, and too great of Soul, 
To be the Prey of ſuch a Thing as thou art. 
*Twas baſe and poor, unworthy of a Man, 
To forge a Scroll fo villainous ard looſe, 


And 


—— 
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And mark it with a noble Lady's Name: 
Theſe are the mean, diſhoneſt Arts of Cowards, 
Strangers to Manhood, and to glorious Dangers; 
Who bred at Home iy Idleneſs and Riot, 
Ranſack for Miſtreſſea th'unwholſome Stews, 
And never know the Worth of virtuous Love. 
Loth. Think'ſt thou I forg'd the Letter? Think fo ſtill, 
"Till the broad Shame come ſtaring in thy Face, 
And Boys ſhall hoot the Cuckold as he paſſes. 
Hor. Away ! no Woman could deſcend fo low: 
\ rf dancing, worthleſs Tribe you are, 
Fit only for yourſelves :* You herd together; 
And when the circling Glaſs warms your vain Hearts, 
You talk of Beauties that you never ſaw, 
And fancy Raptures that you never knew. 
Legends of Saints, who never yet had Being, 
Or being, ne'er were Saints, are not ſo falie 
As the fond Tales which you recount of Love. 
Loth. But that I do not hold it worth-my Leiſure, 
IT could produce ſuch damning Proof 
Her. Tis falſe: 
You blaſt the Fair with Lies becauſe they ſcorn you, 
Hate you like Age, like Uglineſs and Impotence : 
Rather than make you bleſt, they would die Virgins, 
And ſtop the Propagation of Mankind. 
Lorch. It is the Curſe of Fools to be ſecure, 
And that be thine and Altamont 3. Dream on: 
Nor think upon my Vengeance, till thou feel'ſt it. 
Hor. Hold, Sir, another Word, and then farewel ; 
Tho” I think greatly of Ca/i/a's Virtue, 
And hold it Air beyond thy Power to hurt ; 
Yet as ſhe ſhares the Honour of my Altamont; 
That Treaſure of a Soldier bought with Blood, 
And kept at Life's Expence, I muſt not have 
(Mark me, young Sir) her very Name profan'd, 
Learn to reſtrain the Licence of your Speech; 
"Tis held you are too laviſn: When ycu are me: 
Among your Set of Fools, talk of your Dreſe, 
Of Dice, of Whores, of Horſes, and your Selves; 
'Tis ſafer, and becomes your Underſtandings. 


B 4 Loik, 
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Leth. What if we paſs beyond this ſolemn Order? 
And, in Defiance = the _ 4 
Indulge our gayer Thought, ughter looſe, 

And S his — Friendſhip for — Mirth. 

Her. Tis well! Sir, you are pleaſant 

Loth. By the Joys 
Which my Soul yet has uncontroll'd purſu'd, 
would net turn afide from my leaſt Pleaſure, 

'Cho? all thy Force were arm'd to bar my Way; 

But like the Birds, great Nature's happy Commonere, 
Fhat haunt in Woods, in Meads, and flow'ry Gardens, 
RKiffe the Sweets, and taſte the choiceſt Fruits, 

Yet {ccr:; to aſk the Lordly Owner's Leave. 

Har. What Liberty has vain preſumptuous Youth, 
That then ſnould'ſt dare provoke me unchaſtis'd ? 
But henceforth, Boy, I warn thee, ſhun my Walks; 
If in the Bounds of yon forbidden Place c 
Again thou'rt found, expect a Puniſhment, 

Such as great Souls, impatient of an Injury, 
Exact from thoſe who wrong em much, ev'n Death; 
Or ſomething worſe; an injur'd Huſband's Vengeance 
Shall print a thouſand Wounds, tear thy ſine Form, 
And ſcatter thee to all the Winds of Heav'n. 
Loth. Is then my Way in Genes preſcrib'd, 
By a Dependent on the wretched Alramont, 
A talking Sir, that brawls for ham in Taverns, 
And vouches for his Valour's Reputation ? 
Hor. Away, thy Speech is fouler than thy Manners, 
Leth. Or if there be a Name more vile, has Paraſite, 


A s Paraſite ? 
— learn Humanity, 


[ Offers to ftrite him, Roſſano interpo/er. 
Since Brutes and Boys are only taught with Blows. 
Loth. Damnation ! [7 hey drew. 
Ro. Hold, this goes no further here. | 
Heratio, "tis too much; already fee, 
The Crowd are gath'ring to us. 
Loth. O Rofſano / 
Or give me Way, or thou'rt no more my Friend. 
Ref. Scialto's Servants too have ta'en th _—_ ; 1 
ou” 


- 
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You'll be by Numbers : be advis'd, 

Or I muſt force you hence; take*t on my Word, 
You ſhall have Juſtice done you on Horatio. 

Put up, my Lord. 

Loth. This wo' not brook Delay; 
Weſt of the Town a Mile, among the Rocks, 
Two Hours ere Noon to-morrow I expect thee, 
Thy fingle Hand to mine. 

Hor. I'll meet thee there. 

Loth. To-morrow, oh my better Stars ! to-morrow 
Exert your Influence, ſhine ſtrongly for me; 

*Tis not a common Conqueſt I would gain, 
Since Love, as well as Arms, muſt grace my Triumph. 
Exeunt Lothario and Roſſano. 

Her. Two Hours ere Noon to-morrow ! ha! ere that 
He ſees Cali/a! oh unthinking Foo 
What if I urg'd her with the Crime and Danger ? 

If any Spark from Heav'n remain unquench'd 
Within her Breaſt, my Breath perhaps may wake it; 
Cou'd I but profj „I wou'd not doubt 

My Combat with that loud vain-glorious Boaſter. 
Were you, ye Fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 
Did you but think how ſeldom Fools are juſt, 

So many of your Sex would not in vain, 

Of broken Vows, and faithleſs Men, complain: 
Of all the various Wretches Love has made, 

How few have been by Men of Senſe betray'd ? 
Convinc'd by Reaſon, they your Pow'r confeſs, 
Pleas'd to be HAPPY as you're pleas'd to bleſs, a 
And, conſcious of your Worth, can never love you 11. 
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CENCE Ne CH cr dye c ND 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


SCENE, an Apartment in Sciolto's Palace. 


Enter Sciolto and Caliſta. 


een 6. 


NE. by my Life, my Honour, tis too much; 
Have I not mark'd thee wayward as thou art, 
Perverſe and ſullen all this Day of Joy? 

When ev'ry Heart was chear'd; and Mirth went round, 
Sorrow, Diſpleaſure, and repining Anguiſh, 

Sat on thy Brow ; like ſome malignant Planet, 

Foe to the Harveſt, and the healthy Year, 

Who ſcouls adverſe, and lours upon the World ; 
When all the other Stars with gentle Aſpect, 
Propitious ſhine, and meaning Good to Man. 

Cal. I; then the Taſk of Duty half pertorm'd ? 
Has nct your Daughter giv'n herſelf to Altamcut, 
Yielded the native Freedom of her Will, 
To an imperious Huſband's lordly Rule, 
To gratify a Father's ſtern Command? 

Sci. Doſt thou complain? 

Cal. For Pity do not iron then, 
If in deſpite of all my vow'd Obedience, 
A Sigh breaks out, or à Tear falls by Chance. 
For oh! that Sorrow which has drawn your Anger, 
Is the fad Native of Califa's Breaſt, 
And once poſſeſt will never quit its Dwelling, 
Till Life the Prop of all, ſhall leave the Building, 
To tumble down, and moulder into ruin, : 

TH 
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Sci. Now by the ſacred Duſt of that dear Saint 
That was thy Mother; by her wond'rous Goodneſs, 
Her ſoft, her tender, moſt complying Sweetneſs, 

I ſwear ſome ſullen Thought that ſhuns the Light 
Lurks underneath that Sadneſs in thy Viſage. 

But mark me well, tho” by yon Heav'n | love thee, 
As much, I think, as a fond Parent can; 

Yet ſhou'dſt thou (which the Pow'rs above forbid) 
E'er ſtain the Honour of thy Name with Infamy, 
PII caſt thee off, as one whoſe impious Hands 

Had rent aſunder Nature's neareſt 'T:es, 

Which once divided never join again. 

To-day, I have made a noble Youth thy Huſband,. 
Confider well his Worth, reward his Love; 

Be willing to be happy, and thou art fo. [ Ex: Sciolto. 

Cal. How hard 1s the Condition of our Sex. 

Thro” every State of Life the Slaves of Man? 

In all the dear delightful Days of Youth, 

A rigid Father dictates to our Wills, 

And deals cut Pleaſure with a ſcanty Hand; 

To his, the Tyrant Huſband's Reign ſucceeds : 

Proud with Opinion of ſuperior — 6 

He holds Domeſtick Bus'neſs and Devotion 

All we are capable to know, and ſhuts us, 

Like cloiſter'd Idiots, from the World's Acquaintance,. 

And all the Joys of Freedom. Wherefore are we 

Born with high Souls, but to aſſert ourſelves, 

Shake of this vile Obedience they exact, 

And claim an equal Empire o'er the World ! 
Enter Horatio. 


Hor. She's here! yet oh! my Tongue is at a Loſs: 
Teach me, ſome Pow'r, that happy Art of Speech, 
To dreſs my Purpoſe up in gracious Words; 

Such as may ſoftly ſteal upon her Soul, 

And never waken the tempeſtuous Paſhons. 

By Heav'n ſhe weeps! Forgive me, fair Califta, 

If I preſume on Privilege of Friendſhip, 

To join my Grief to yours, and mourn the Evils 

'That hurt your Peace, and quench thoſe Eyes in Tears. 
Cal, 
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Cal. To ſteal unlook'd for on my private Sorrow, 
Sncass not the Man of Honour, nor the Friend, 
But rather means the Spy. 
Hor. Unkindly faid ! 
For oh ! as ſure as you accuſe me falſly, 
I come to prove myſelf Ca'ifa's F ried. 
Cal. You are my Huſband's Friend, the Friend of 
Altamont. 

Hor. Are you not one? Are you not join'd by Heav'n, 
Each interwoven with the other's Fate ? 

Are you not mix'd like Streams of meeting Rivers, 
Wheſc blended Waters are no more - a. 
Put roll into the Sca, one common Flood! 

Then, who can give his Friendſhip but to one? 
Who can be Atament's and not Caliſta's? 

Cal. Force, and the Wills of our imperious Rulers, 
May bind two Bodies in one wretched Chain ; 

But Minds will ſtill look back to their ow. Choice. 
So the poor Captive in a foreign Realm, 

Stands on the Shore, and ſends his Wiſhes back 

To the dear native Land from whence he came. 

Hor. When Souls that ſhould agree to Will the ſame, 
To have one common Obje& for their Wiſhes, 

L-ck different Ways, regardleſs of each other, 
Think what a Train of Wretchedneſs enſues : 
Love ſhall be baniſn'd from the genial Bed, 
The Night ſhall al! be lonely and unquiet, 
And ev'ry Day !1:ail be a Day of Cares. 

Cal. Then all the boaſted Office of thy Friendſhip, 
Was but to tell Cal what a Wretch ſhe is; 

Alas! what needed that? 

Hor. Oh! rather ſay, 
came to tell her how the might be happy; 

Jo ſooth the fecret Anguiſh of her Soul, | 
To comfort that tair Mourner, that forlorn one, 
Aud teach her Steps to know the Paths of Peace. 

Cal. Say thou, to whom this Paradiſe is known, 
Where lies the bliſsful Region? Mark my Way to it, 
For oh! *tis ſure, I long to be at reft. 

Aer. Then—to be Good is to be happy ;—Angels 
5 Are 
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Are happier than Mankznd, becauſe they are better, 

Guilt is the Source of Sorrow ; *tis the Fiend, 

Th' avenging Fiend, that follows us behind 

With Whaps and Stings ; the Bleſt know none of this, 
But reſt in everlaſting Peace of Mind, 

And find the Height of all their Heav'n is Goodneſs, 

Cal. And what bold Paraſite's oficious Tongue 
Shall dare to tax Caliſta's Name with Guilt ? 

Hor. None ſhould ; but tis a buſy, talking World, 
That with licentious Breath blows like the Wind, 

As freely on the Palace, as the Cottage. 

Cal. What myſtick Riddle lurks beneath thy Words, 
Which thou would'ſt ſeem unwilling to expreſs, 

As if it meant Diſhonour to my Virtue ? 
Away with this ambiguous ſhuffling Phraſe, 
And let thy Oracle be underſtood. 

Hor. Lotbario ! 

Cal. Ha! what wou'dſt thou mean by him? 

Hor. Lethario and Califfa /——— Thus they join 
Two Names, which Heav'n decreed ſhould never meet ; 
Hence have the Talkers of this populous City, 

A ſhameful Tale to tell for publick Sport, 
Of an unhappy Beauty, a falſe Fair One, 
Who plighted to a e Youth her Faith, 
When ſhe had giv'n her Honour to a Wretch. 

Cal. Death ! and Confufion ! have I liv'd to this ? 
Thus to be treated with unmanly Infolence ! 

To be the Sport of a looſe Ruffian's Tongue! 
Thus to be us'd! thus! like the vileſt Creature, 
That ever was a Slave to Vice and Infamy. 

Hor. By Honour and fair Truth you wrong me much; 
For, on my Soul, nothing but ſtrong Neceſſity 
Cou'd urge my Tongue to this ungrateful Office: 
I came with ſtrong Reluctance, as if Death 
Had ſtood a-croſs my Way to ſave your Honour, 
Yours and Sciolte's, yours and Altamont's ; 


Like one who ventures 1 a burning Pile, 
To fave his tender Wife, with all her Brood 


Of little Fondlings, from the dreadful Ruin, 


33 The Fain PREYIT Ir. 


Cal. Is this, is this the famous Friend of A4/tamonte / 

For noble Worth and Deed of Arms renown'd ? 

Is this! this Tale-bearing, officious Fellow, 

That watches for Intelligence from Eyes; 

This wretched Angus of a jealous Huſband, 

That fills his eaſy Ears with monftrous Tales, 

And make him toſs, and rave, and wreak at length 
Bloody Revenge on his defenceleſs Wiſe ; 

Who guiltleſs dies, becauſe her Fool ran mad. 

Flor. Alas! this Rage is vain; for if your Fame, 
Or Peace be worth your Care. you muſt be calm, 
And liſten to the Means are left to ſave em. 

"Tis now the lucky Minute of your Fate. 

By me your Genius ſpeaks, by me it warns you, 
Never to ſee that curſt Lothario more; 

Unleſs you mean to be deſpis'd, be ſhan'd 

By all your virtuous Nlaids and noble Matrons ; 
Unleſs you have devoted this rare Beauty 

To Inſamy, Diſeaſes, Proſtitution 

Cal. Diſhonour blaſt thee, baſe, unm=nner'd Slave! 
That dar' forget my Birth, and ſacred Sex, 

And ſhock me with the rude unhallow'd Sound. 

Hor. Here kneel, and in the awful Face of Heav'n 
Breathe out a ſolemn Vow, never to ſee, | 
Nor think, if pothble, on him that ruin'd thee ; 

Or by my Altamort's dear Life I ſwear, 

This Paper !—Nay, you muſt not fly !—This Paper, 

Lela. ag ber. 

This guilty Paper ſhall divulge your Shame 

Cal. What mean'ft thou by that Paper? What 
Contrivance 

Haſt thou b-en forging to deceive my Father, 

To turn his Heart againſt his wretche.! Daughter, 

That Altamont and thou may ſhare his Wealth? 

A Wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 

The Weakneis of my Sex. Oh, fer a Sword, 


To urge my Vengeance on the Villain's Hand 
That forg'd the Scroll. 
Hor. Behold, can this be &erg'd? 
Sce where Caliſa's Name——| Serving the Letter near. 
Cal. 
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Cal. To Atoms thus. [ Tearing it. 
Thus let me tear the vile, deteſted Falſhood, a 
The wicked, lying Evidence of Shame, 
Hor. Confuſion ! 
Cal. Henceforth, thou officious Fool, 
Meddle no more, nor dare ev'n on thy Life 
To breathe an Accent that may touch my Virtue, 
I am myſelf the Guardian of my Honour, 
And wo'not bear fo inſolent a Monitor. 


Enter Altamont. 


Alt. Where is my Life, my Love, my charming Bride, 
Joy of my Heart, and Pleaſure of my Eyes, 
The Wich, and Care, and Buſineſs of my Youth ? 
Oh] let me find her, ſnatch her to my break ! 
Ant tell her ſhe delays my Bliſs too long, 
Till my ſoft Soul ev'n fickens with Deſire. 
Diſorder'd and in Tears! Haratio too 
My Friend is in Amaze;— What can it mean? 
Tell me, Caliſſa, who has done thee Wrong, 
That my ſwift Sword may find out the Oftender, 
And do thee ample Juſtice. 

Cal, Turn to him. 

Alt. Horatis “ 

Cal. To that Inſolent. 

Alt. My Friend ? 
Could he do this! He, who was half myſelf! 
One Faith has ever bound us, and one Reaſon 
Guided our Wills: Have I not found him juſt, 
Honeſt as Truth itſelf ? And cou'd he break 
The SanCtity of Friendſhip ?. Cou'd he wound 
The Heart of Altamont in his Cali/*a ? 

Cal. I thought what Juſtice I ſhould find from thee! 
Go fawn upon him, liſten to his Tale, 
Applaud his Malice, that wou'd blaſt my Fame, 
And treat me like a common Proſtitute. | 
Thou art perhaps Confederate in his Miſchief, 
And wilt believe the Legend, if he tells it. 
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Ale.Oh r re dare 
To offer at an Injury like that ? 
Prieſthood, nor Age, nor Cowardiſe itſelf, 
Shall. fave him from the Fury of my Vengeance. 
Cal. The Man who dar'd to do it was Horatio“ 
Thy darling Friend! "Twas Aitamont's Horatio “ 
But mark me well! while thy divided Heart 
Dotes on a Villain that has wrong'd me thus, 
No Force ſhall drag me to thy hated Bed ; 
Nor can my cruel Father's Power do more 
Than ſhut me in a Cloyſter ; there, well pleas'd, 
Religious Hardſhips will I learn to bear, 
To At, and freeze at Midnight Hours of Pray'r: 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely Cell, 
With melancholy, ſpeechleſs Saints to dwell ; 
But bleſs the Day I to that Refuge ran, 
Free from the Marriage Chain, and from that Tyrant, 
Man. Exit Caliſta. 
Alt. She's gone; and as ſhe went, ten Fires 
Shot from her angry Eyes, as if ſhe meant ; 
Too well to keep the cruel Vow ſhe made. 
Now as thou art a Man, Horatio, tell me, 
What means this wild Confuſion in thy Looks? 
As if thou were at Variance with thyſelf, 
Madneſs and Reaſon combating within thee, 
And thou wert doubtful which ſhou'd get the better. 
Her. I wou'd be dumb for ever, but thy Fate 
Has otherwiſe decreed it: thou haſt ſeen 
That Idol of thy Soul, that fair Caliſta, 
Thou haſt beheld her Tears. 
Alt. 1 have ſeen her weep, 
J have ſeen that lovely One, that dear Cali/a, 
Complainiag in the Bitterneſs of Sorrow, 
That thou my Friend Horatio! thou haſt wrong'd her. 
Hor. That I have wrong'd her! Had her Eyes been fed 
From that rich Stream which warms her Heart, and 


number'd 
For ev'ry falling Tear a of Blood, 
It had not been too much ; ſhe has ruin'd thee, 


Ev'n thee, my Altamont ! She has undone thee. 8 
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Ale. Doſt thou join Ruin with Caliſa's Name? 
What is fo fair ſo exquiſitely good? 
Is ſhe not more than Painting can > 
Or youthful Poets fancy, when they love? 

Does ſhe not come, like Wiſdom, or good Fortune, 

Replete with Bleflings, giving Wealth and Honour ? 
The Dowry which ſhe brings is Peace and Pleaſure, 

And everlaſting Joys are in her Arms. 

Hor. It had been better thou had liv'd a Beggar, 
And fed on Scraps at great Men's ſurly Doors, 

Than to have match'd with one fo falſe, fo fatal. 

Al. It is too much for Friendſhip to allow thee : 
Becauſe I tamely bore the Wrong thou didft her, 
Thou doſt avow the barb'rous, brutal Part, 

And urge the Injury ev'n to my Face. 

Ker. I ſee ſhe has got Poſſeſſion of thy Heart, 

She has charm'd thee, like a Syren, to her Bed, 
With Looks of Love, and with enchanting Sounds : 
Too late the Rocks and Quickſands will appear, 
When thou art wreckt upon the faithleſs Shore, 
Then vainly wiſh thou had not left thy Friend, 

To follow her Deluſion. 

Ale. If thy Friendſhip 
Do churliſhly deny my Love a Room, 

It is not worth my keeping, I diſclaim it. 

Hor. Canſt thou ſo ſoon forget what Pve been to thee? 
I ſhar'd the Taſk of Nature with thy Father, 

And form'd with Care thy unexperienc'd Youth 

To Virtue and to Arms. 

Thy noble Father, oh thou light young Man! 
Wou'd he have us'd me thus ? One Fortune fed us, 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
Together flouriſh'd and r fell. 

He call'd me Friend, like : wou'd he have left me 
Thus ? for a Woman ? nay a vile one too ? 

Ale. Thou can'ſt nbt, dar'ſt not mean it; ſpeak again, 
Say, who :+ ile? but dare not name Califa. 

Her. I !:ad not ſpoke at firſt, unleſs compell'd, 
And forced to clear myſelf; but fince thus urg'd, 

I muſt avow I do not know a viler. 


Alte 
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Alt. Thou wert my Father's Friend, he lov'd thee well; 
A kind of veneral Mark of him 
Hangs round thee, and protects thee frem my Vengeance: 
I cannot, dare not lift my Sword againſt thee, 

But henceforth never let me fee thee more. | Going out. 

Hor. I love thee till, ungrateful as thou art, 

And muſt, and will preſerve thee from Diſhonour, 
Ev'n in deſpite of thee. [ He/ds bim. 

At. Let go my Arm. 

Her. If Honour be thy Care, if thou would'ſt live, 
Without the Name of credulous, wittal Huſband, * 
Avoid thy Bride, ſhun her deteſted Bed, 

The Joys it yields are daih'd with Poiſonpa⁊ — 

Ait. Off 


To urge me but a Minute more is fatal. 
Fer. She is pollutcd ! ſtain'd! 
At. Maineſs and Raging ! 
But hence 
Her. Diſhoncur'd by the Man you hate 
Alt. I pr'ythee looſe me yet, for thy ewn ſake, 
If Liſe be worth the keeping 
Her. Py Leothario, 
At. Perdition take thee, Villain, for the Falſhood. 
[ Strikes him, 
Now nothing but thy Life can make Atonement. 
Hor. A Blow ! Thou haſt us'd me well [ Draa. 
Ale. This to thy Heart —— 
Hor. Vet hold By Heav'n his Father's in his Face, 
Spite of my Wrongs my Heart runs o'er with Ten- 
derneſs, 
And I cou'd rather die myſelf than hurt him. 
At. Defend thyſelf, for by my much-wrong'd Love, 
I ſwear the poor Evaſion ſhall not fave thee. 
Hor. Yet hold! thou know'ft I dare Think how 
we've liv'd 


[They fg5t ; Altamont pre/ſes on Horatio, 
WHO retires. 
Nay ! then 'tis brutal Violence! And thus, 
Thus Nature bids me guard the Life ſhe gave. 
[They fight. 


Lavinia 
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Lavinia enters and runs between their Swords. 


Lav. My Brother, my Horatio“ is it poſſible ? 
Oh! turn your cruel Swords upon Lavinia. 
If you muſt quench your impious * in Blood, 
Benold, my Heart ſhall give you all her Store, 
To ſave thoſe dearer Streams that flow from yours. 
Alt. Tis well thou haſt found a Safe-guard; none but 
this, 
No Pow'r on Earth could fave thee from my Fury. 
Lay. O fatal, deadly Sound! 
For. Safety from thee ! 
Away, vain Boy! Haſt thou forgot the Rev'rence 
Due to my Arm, thy firſt thy great Example, 
Which pointed out thy Way to noble Daring, 
Ard ſhew'd thee what it was to be a Man ? 
Lay. What buſy, medling Fiend, what Foe to 
Goodneſs, 
Could kindle ſach a Diſcord ? Oh, lay by 
Thoſe moſt ungentle Looks, and angry Weapons, 
Unleſs you mean my Griefs and killing Fears, 
Should ſtretch me out at your relentleſs Feet, 
A wretched Coarſe, the Victim of your Fury. 
Her. Aſe'd thou what made us Foes ? *twas baſe 
Ingratitude: i 
"Twas ſuch a Sin to Friendihip, as ITeav'r.'s Mercy, 
Thaiftriveswith Man's unt ardmonſtrors Vickedneſs, 
Unweary'd with forgiving, ſcarce could pardon. 
He, who was all to me, Child! Brother! Friend! 
With barb'rous, bloody Malice, ſought my Life. 
Alt. Thou art my Sitter, and I would not make thee 
The lonely Mourner of a widow'd Bed, 
Therefore thy Huſband's Life is ſafe ; but warn him, 
No more to know this hoſpitable Roof. 
H- has but ill repaid S$cz922's Bounty; 
We muſt not mect ; tis dangerous; farewel. | 
[ Hr is goings, Lavinia holds him. 
Law. Stay, Altamont, my Brother ſtay, if ever 
Nature, or what is nearer much than Nature, 


The 


44 The FAIR PExiTENT. 


The kind Conſent of our agreeing Minds, 
Have made us dear to one another, ſtay. 
And ſpeak one gentle Word to your Horutio. 
Behold, his Anger melts, he longs to love you, 
To call you Friend, then preſs you hard, with all 
'The tender, ſpeechleſs Joy of Reconcilement. 
AI. It cannot, ſha'not be you muſt not hold me. 
Lav. Look kindly then! 
Alt. Each Minute that J ſtay, 
Is a new Injury to fair Caliſa. 
From thy ſalſe Friendſhip g her Arms I'II fly: 
There, if in any Pauſe olg eU reft, 
Breathleſs with Zliſs, upon ner panting Breaſt, 
In broken melting Accents, I will twear, 
Henceforth to truſt my Heart with none but her ; 
Then own the Joys, which on her Charms attend, 
Have more than paid me for my faithleſs Friend. 
[Altamont breaks from Lavinia, and exit. 
Hor. Oh, raiſe thee, my Lavinia, from the Earth; 
It is too much, this Tide of flowing Grief, 
This wond'rous Waſte of Tears, too much to give, 
To an ungrateful Friend, and cruel Brother. 
Law. Is there not Cauſe for weeping ? Oh Horatio! 
A Brother and a Huſband were my Treaſure, 
This was all the little Wealth that poor Lavinia 
Sav'd from the Shipwreck of her Father's Fortunes, 
One half is loſt already ; if thou leav' me, 
If thou ſhould'ſt prove unkind to me, as Mtamort, 
Whom ſhall I find to pity my Diftreſs, 
To have Compaſhon on a helpleſs Wanderer, 
And give her where to lay her wretched Head? 
Hor. Why doſt thou wound me with thy ſoft Com- 
plainings ? 
Tho' Allamant be falſe, and uſe me hardly, 
Yet think not I impute his Crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forſaken, for I'll keep thee, 
Next to my Heart, my certain Pledge of Happineſs. 
Heav'n form'd thee gentle, fair, and full of Goodneſs, 
And made thee all my Portion here on Earth ; 
It gave thee to me, as a large Amends, 


For 
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For Fortune, Friends, and all the World beſide. 

Lav. Then you will love me ftilf, cheriſh me ever, 
And hide me from Misfortune in your Boſom: 

Here end my Cares, nor will I loſe one Thought, 
How we ſhall live, or purchaſe Food and Raiment. 
The holy Pow'r, who cloaths the ſenſeleſs Earth, 
With Woods, with Fruits, with Flow'rs andverdantGraſs, 
Whoſe bounteous Hand feeds the whole Brute Creation, 
Knows all our Wants, and has enough to give us. 

Her. From Genoa, from Falſhood and Inconſtancy, 
To ſome more honeſt diſtant Clime we'll go, 

Nor will I be beholden to my Country, 
For ought but thee, the Partner of my Flight. 

Law. Yes, I will follow thee; forſake, for thee, 
My Country, Brother, Friends, ev'n all I have; 
Tho” mine's a little all; yet were it more, 

And better far, it ſhou'd be leſt for thee, 

And all that I wou'd keep ſhou'd be Horatio. 

So when a Merchant ſees his Veſſel loft, 

Tho? richly freighted from a foreign Coaſt, 

Gladly, for Life, the Treaſure he wou'd give; 

And only wiſhes to eſcape, and live. 

Gold and his Gains no more _—_ his Mind, | 
But driving o'er the Billows with the Wind, 

Cleaves to one faithfulPlank, and leavesthereftbehind. 


[ Exeunts 
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ACT I. BUCEND 4 
A GARDE N. 


Enter ALTAMONT. 


ALTAMONT. 


IT H what unequal Tempers are we form'd ? 
One Day the Soul, ſupine with Eaſe and Fulneſs, 
Revels ſecure, and fondly tells herſelf, 
The Hour of Evil can return no more; 
The next, the Spirits pall'd, and fick of Riot, 
Turn all to Diſcord, and we hate our Beings, 
Curſe the paſt Joy, and think it Folly all, 
And Bitterneſs, and Anguiſh. Oh! laſt Night! 
What has ungrateful Beauty paid me back, 
For all that Maſs of Friendſhip which I ſquander'd ? 
Coldneſs, Averfion, Tears, and ſullen Sorrow, 
Daſh'd all my Bliſe, and damp'd my Pridal Bed. 
Soon as the Morning dawn'd, ſhe vaniſh'd from me, 
Relentleſs to the gentle Call of Love. 
T have loſt a Friend, and I have gain'd=——— a Wife! 
Turn not to Thought, my Brain; but let me find 
Some unfrequented Shade, there lay me down, 
And let forgetful Dulneſs fleal upon me, 
To {often and aſſwage this Pain of thinking. [air. 


Enter Lothario and Caliſta. 


Leth. Weep not, my Fair, but let the God of Love 
Laugh in thy Eyes, and Revel in thy Heart, 
Kindle again his Torch, and hold it high, 
To light us to new Joys ; nor let a Thought 
Of Diſcord, or Diſquiet paſt, moleſt thee ? 
But to a long Oblivion give thy Cares, 
And let us melt the preſent Hour in Bliſs, 


Cal. 
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Cal. Seek not to ſooth me with thy falſe Endearments, 
To charm me with thy Softneſs: tis in vain : 
Thou canſt no more betray, nor I be ruin'd. 
The Hours of Folly, and of fond Delight, 
Are waſted all and fled ; thoſe that remain 
Are doom'd to Weeping, Anguiſh, and Repentance. 
I come to charge thee with a long Account, 
Of all the Sorrows I have known already, 
And all I have to come; thou haſt undone me. 
Loth. Unjuſt Califta ! doſt thou call it Ruin. 
To love as we have done; to melt, to languiſh, 
To with for ſomewhat exquiſitely happy, 
And then be bleſt ev'n to that Wiſhes Height? 

To die with Joy, and ftreight to live again, 
Speechleſs to gaze, and with tumultuous Tranſport 
Cal. Oh let me hear no more, I cannot bear it. 

*Tis deadly to Remembrance; let that Night, 
That guilty Night be blotted from the Year, 
Let not the Voice of Mirth or Mufick know it, 
Let it be dark and deſolate, no Stars 
To glitter o'er it; let it with for Light, 
Yet want it ſtill, and vainly wait the Dawn; 
For 'twas the Night that gave me up to Shame, 
To Sorrow, to perfdious falſe Lethario. 
Loth.Hear this, ye Pow'rs! mark how the fair Deceiver 
Sadly complains of violated Truth; 
She calls me falſe, ev'n She, the faithleſs She, 
WhomDayandNight, whomHeav'nandEarthhaveheard 
Sighing to vow, and tenderly proteſt, 
Ten thouſand Times, ſhe would be only mine, 
And yet, behold, ſac has giv'n herſelf away, 
Fled from my Arms, and wedded to another, 
Ev'n to the Man whom moft I hate on Earth.— 
Cal. Art thou ſo baſe to upbraid me with a Crime, 
Which nething but thy Cruelty could cauſe ? 
If Indignation raging in my Soul, 
For thy unmanly Inſolence and Scorn, 
Urg'd me to do a Deed of Deſperation, 
And wound myſelf to be reveng'd on thee, 
Think whom 1 ſhou'd devote to Death and 2 
Whom 
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Whom curſe as my Undoer, but Lothar ; 
Had'ſ thou been juſt, not all Scialto's Pow'r, 
Not all the Vows and Pray'rs of fighting Altamont, 
Could have prevail'd, or won me to forſake thee. 
Loth. How have I fail'd in Juftice, or in Love? 
Burns not my Flame as brightly as at firſt ? 
Ev'n now my Heart beats high, I languith for thee, 
My Tranſports are as ſierce, as ſtrong my Wiſhes, 
As if thou hadſt never bleſt me with thy Beauty. 
Cal. How did thou dare to think that I would live 
A Slave to baſe Defires, and brutal Pleaſures, 
To be a wretched Wanton for thy Leiſures, 
To toy, and waſte an Hour of idle Time with ? 
My Soul diſdains thee for ſo mean a Thought. 
Loth. The driving Storm of Paſſion will way, 
And I mutt yield before it; wer't thou calm, 
Love, the poor Criminal, whom thou haſt doom'd, 
Has yet a thouſand tender Things to plead, 
To chm thy Rage, and mitigate his Fate. 


Enter behind them Altamont. 


Alt. I have loſt my Peace— Ha! do I live and wake 
Cal. Hadſt thou been true, how happy had I been? 
Not Altamont, but thou hadſt been my Lord. 
But wherefore nam'd I Happineſs with thee ? 
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curſt; 
For thee, my ſecret Soul each Hour arraigns me, 
Calls me to anſwer for my Virtue ſtain'd, 
My Honour loſt to thee ; for thee it haunts me; 
With ſtern Sciolto vowing Vengeance on me; 
With Altamont _—_—_ for his Wrongs— 
Ale. Behold him — [ Coming forward. 
Cal. Ah! | Starting. 
Alt. The Wretch ! whom thou haſt made: 
Curſes and Sorrows haſt thou heap” upon him, 
And Vengeance is the only Good 1s left. [ Drawing. 
Loth. haſt ta'en me ſome what unawares, tis true: 
But Love and War takes Turns like Day and Night, 


And little Preparation ſerves my Turn, Equal 
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Equal to both, and arm'd for either Field. 
We've long been Foes, this Moment ends our Quarrel ; 
Earth, Heav'n, and fair Califa judge the Combat. 

Cal. Diſtraction ! Fury! Sorrow ! Shame ! and Death! 

Ale. Thou haſt talk'd too much, thy Breath is poiſon to 
It taints the ambient Air; this for my Father, ſme, 
This for Scialto, and this laſt for Ataman. 

[They fight ; Lothario ir ed once or twice, 
and then fall;. 

Loth. Oh, Akamont thy Genius is the ftronger, 
Thou haft prevail'd !—My fierce ambitious Soul 
Declining droops, and all her Fires you pale ; 

Yet let not this Advantage ſwell thy Pride, 

I conquer'd in my turn, in Love I triumph'd: 

Thoſe Joys are lodg'd beyond the Reach of Fate; 
That ſweet Revenge comes ſmiling to my Thoughts, 
Adorns my Fall, and chears my Heart in dying. [ Dies. 

Cal. And what remains for me, beſet with Shame, 
Encompaſs'd round with Wretchedneſs ? There is 
But this one Way, to break the Toil, and *ſcape. 

[She catches up Lothario's Sword, and offers to kill 

herſelf; Altamont rans re her, and wwrefts it from her. 

Alt. .What means thy frantick Rage ! 

Cal. Of! let me go. 

Ale. Oh! thou haſt more than murder'd me; yet fill, 
Still art thou here! and my Soul ſtarts with Horror, 
At To of any Danger that may reach tliee. 

Cal. Think'ft thon I mean to live? to be forgiven ? 
Oh! thou haſt known but little of Califta ; 

If thou hadſt never heard my Shame, if only 
The midnight Moon, and ſilent Stars had ſeen it, 
I wou'd not bear to be 'd by them, 

But dig down deep to find a Grave beneath, 

And hide me from their Beams. 

Sciolto within.) What ho! my Son! 

Ale. It is Sciolto calls; come near and find me; 

The wretched'ſt Thing of all my Kind on Earth! 
Cal. Is it the Voice of Thunder, or my Father ? 
Madneſs ! Confuſion ! let the Storm come on, 

Let the tumultuous Roar _ all upon me, 


Daſh 
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Daſh my devoted Bark ; ye Surges, break it! 
*Tis for my Ruin that the Tempeſt riſes. - 
When I am loſt, ſunk to the Bottom low, 
Peace ſhall return, and all be calm again. 


Enter Sciolto. 


Sci. Ev'n now Rofſano leap'd the Garden Walls 
Ha! Death has been among __ my Fears ! 
Laſt Night thou hadſt a Diff rence with thy Friend, 
The Cauſe thou gav'ſt me for it was a damn'd one; 
Didſt thou not wrong the Man who told thee Truth? 
Anſwer me quick—— 

Ale. Oh! preſs me not to ſpeak, 

Ev'n now my Heart is breaking, and the Mention 

Will lay me dead before you : ſee that Body, 

And gueſs my Shame! my Ruin! oh Caifta/ 
Sci. It is enough ! but I am flow to execute, 

And Juſtice lingers in my lazy Hand; 

Thus let me wipe Diſhonour from my Name, 

And cut thee from the Earth, thou ſtain to Goodneſs — 

[Offers to kill Caliſta, Altamont holds him. 

Alt. Stay Scialto, thou raſh Father, ſtay, 

Or turn the Point on me, and thro* my Breaſt 

Cut out the bloody Paſſage to Caliſa; 

So ſhall my Love be perfect, while for her 

I die, for whom alone I wiſh'd to live. 

Cal. No, Altamont ; my Heart, that ſcorn'd thy Love, 

Shall never be indebted to thy Pity ; 

Thus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I ſeem, 

Still I have ſomething of Sciolto's Virtue. 
Yes! yes, my Father, I applaud thy Juſtice ; 

Strike home, and I will bleſs thee for the Blow: 

Be merciful, and free me from my Pain ; 

"Tis ſharp, tis terrible, and I cou'd curſe 

The chearful Day, Men, Earth, and Heav'n, and Thee, 
Ev'n Thee, thou venerable good old Man, 

For being Author of a Wretch like me. 

Ale. Liſten not to the Wildneſs of her Raving. 
Remember Nature! Shou'd thy Daughter's Murder 
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Defile that Hand, ſo juſt, fo in Arms, 
Her Blood wou'd reſt upon to Poſterity, 
Pollute thy Name, and ul iy all thy Wars. 

Cal. Have I not wrong'd his gentle Nature much? 
And yet behold him — for my Life : 

Loſt as thou art to Virtue, oh Caifta / 
I think thou canſt not bear to be outdone ? 
Then haſte to die, and be oblig'd no more. 

Sci. Thy pious Care has giv'n me Time to think, 
And ſav'd me from a Crime; then reſt, my Sword; 
To Honour have I kept thee ever ſacred, 

Nor will I ſtain thee with a raſh Revenge : 

But, mark me well, I will have Juſtice done; 

Hope not to bear away thy Crimes unpuniſhed, 

I will fee Juſtice executed on thee, 

Even to a Roman Striftneſs; and thou, Nature, 

Or whatſoe'er thou art that plead'ſt within me, 

Be ftill, thy tender Strugglings are in vain. 

Cal. Then am I doom'd to live, and bear your 

— — h ? 2 

To groan beneath your Scorn and fierce Upbraidin 

Daily to be re — and have my Miſery ” 

At Morn, at Noon, at Night told over to me, 

Leſt my Remembrance might grow pitiful, 

And grant a Moment's Interval of Peace ; 

Is this, is this the Mercy of a Father ? 

I only beg to die, and he denies me. 

Sci. Hence from mySight,thyFather cannot bear thee ; 
Fly with thy Infamy to ſome dark Cell, 

Where on the Confines of eternal Night, 
Mourning, Misfortune, Cares and An dwell ; 
Where ugly Shame hides her opprobrious Head, 
And Death and Hell deteſted Rule maintain; 
There howl out the Remainder of thy Life, 

And wiſh thy Name may be no more 
Cal. Yes, I will fly to ſome ſuch di 
And be more curſt than pon 
This fatal Form, that —_—— 
Faſting, and Tears, and H 
Nor Light, nor Food, nor C 


S. 
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Nor ought that may continue hated Life. 

Then when you ſee me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 

Stretch'd at my Length, and dying in my Cave, 

On that cold Earth 4 mean ſhall 32 Grave, 

Perhaps you may relent, and fighing 2 , 

At length her Tears have waſh'd her Stains away ; 

At length 'tis Time her Puniſhment ſhould ceaſe ; 

Die thou poor ſuff ring Wretch, and be at Peace. 
[Exit Caliſta. 

Sci. Who of my Servants wait there ? 


Euter two or three Servants. 


On your Lives 
T:ke Care my Doors be guarded well, that none 
cout, 0: enter, but by my Appointment. 
[ Exeunt Servants. 
. There is a fatal Fury in your Viſage, 
{10s kerce, and menaces Deſtruction ; 
Fat er, I am fick of many Sorrows, 
n now my eaſy Heart is breaking with em, 
<7, zaLove all, one Fear diſtracts me moſt, 
iu ble at the Vengeance which you meditate, 
_ $32 1904, faithieſs, lovely, dear Caſi/ta. 
laſt thou not read what brave Yirginius did? 
oon Hand he flew his only Daughter, 
o fave her from the fierce Decemvir's Luſt. 


ie her yet 12 to prevent 
- Shame which e might know. Then what ſhou'd 


I do? 
at thou haſt ty'd my Hand.— I wo'not kill her; 
Ye + by the Ruin ſhe has brought upon us, 
common [In:amy that brands us both, 


- tha not *ſcape. 
. You mean that ſhe ſhall die then? 
- Aſk me not what, nor how I have refolv'd, 
For an within is Anarchy and Uproar. 
O Altamont What a vaſt Scheme of Joy 
las this one Day deſtroy d! Well did I hope 


Ba” Ka cations 


This 
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This Daughter wou'd have bleſt my latter Days, 
That I ſhould live A. ſee you 2 World's Wonder, 
So ha good, that none were like you. 
While L py" buſy Life and Care ſet free, f 

ad ſpent the Evening of my Age at home, 
Among a little pratling Race of yours: 
There, like an old Man talk'd a-while, and then 
Lain down and flept in Peace. Inſtead of this, 
Sorrow and Shame muſt bring me to my Grave; 
Oh damn her! damn her! 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Arm yourſelf, my Lord : 
Rofſano, who but now eſcap'd the Garden, 
Has gather'd in the Street a Band of Rioters, 
Who threaten you, and all your Friends with Ruin, 
Ualeſs Larbaris be return'd in Safety. 

Sci. By Heav'n, their Fury riſes to my With, 
Nor Mis fortune know my Hoaſe alone, 
But thou, Lothario, and thy Race, {hall pay me 
For all the Sorrows which my Age is curit with. 
I think my Name as great, my Friends as potent, 
As any in the State; all ſhall be ſummon'd: 
I know that all will j join their Hand to ours, 
And vindicate thy Vengeance. Raiſe the Body, 
And bear it in; his Friends ſhall buy him dearly, 
I will have Blood for Ranſom : When our Force 
Is full, and arm'd, we ſhall expect thy Sword. 
To join with us, and ſacrifice to juſtice ¶ Exit Sciolto. 


[The Body of Lothario is carried off by Servants, 
Manet Altamont. 


Ale. There is a ſtupid Weight upon my Senſes ; 
A diſmal ſullen Stillneſs, that ſucceeds 
The Storm cf Rage and Grief, like filent Death, 
After the Tumult and the Noiſe of Life. 
Wou'd it were Death, as ſure tis wond'rous like i it, 
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For I am fick of Living, my Soul's palPd, 
She kindles not with Anger or Revenge : 
Love was th' informing, active Fire within, 
Now that is quench'd, the Maſs forgets to move, 
And longs to mingle with its kindred Earth. 
[4 tumnltuous Noiſe with claſhing of Swords 
as at a little Diſtaxce. 


Enter Lavinia with two Servant, their Swords drawn. 


Lav. Fly, ſwiftly fly, to mv Horatio's Aid, 
Nor looſe your vain Officious Cares on me; 
Bring me my Lord, my Huſband to my Arms; 
He is Lawnia's Life, bring him me fafe 
Aad I ſhall be at Eaſe, be well and happy. 

7 Servants. 

Ai. Art thou Lavinia? Oh! what barb'rous Hand 
Could wrong thy pour defenceleſs Innocence, 

And leave fuch Marks of more than ſavage Fury? 

Lav. My Brother! O my Heart is full of Fears; 


Perhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio bleeds.—— 


Not far from hence, as paſſing to the Port, 
By a mad Multitude we were — 
Who ran upon us with uplifted Swords, 
And cry'd aloud for Vengeance, and Lothario. 
My Lord, with ready Boldneſs ftood the Shock 
To ſhelter me from Danger, but in vain, 
Had not a Party from Sciallo's Palace, 
Ruth'd out, and ſnatch'd me from amidf the Fray. 
Alt. What of my Friend ? 
Lav. Ha! by my Joys *tis he, [ Looking out. 
He lives, he comes to bleſs me, he is ſafe! —— 


Enter Horatio, with two or three Servants, their 
Swords drawn. 


1 Serv. Twere at the utmoſt Hazard of your Life 
To venture forth again, till we are ſtronger; 
Their Number trebles ours. 

Her. 
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Hor. No matter, let it; 

Death is not halt ſo ſhocking as that Traitor. 
My honeſt Soul i; mad with Indignation, 

To think her Plainnefſs could be fo abus'd 

As to miſtake that Wretch, and call him Friend; 
I cannot bear the Sight. 

At. Open thou Earth, 

Gape wide, and take me down to thy dark Boſom. 
To hide me from Horatio. 

Hor. Oh Lavinia 
Believe not but I joy to fee thee ſafe : 

Wou'd our ill Fortune had not drove us hither ; 
I cou'd ev'n wiſh, we rather had been wreckt 
On any other Shore, than ſav'd on this. 

Lav. Oh, let us bleſs the Mercy that preſerv'd us, 
That gracious Pow'r that ſav'd us for each other: 
And, to adorn the Sacrifice of Praiſe, 
Offer Forgiveneſs too ; be thou like Heav'a, 
And put away th' Offences of thy Friend, 
Far, far from thy Remembrance. 

At. I have mark'd him, 
To ſee if one forgiving Glance ſtole hither ;; 
If any Spark of Friendſhip were alive, 
That wou'd by Sympathy at Meeting glow, 
And ſtrive to kindle up the Flame anew ; 
'Tis loſt, 'tis gone, his Soul is quite eftrang'd, 
And knows me for its Counterpart no more. 

Har. Thou know'f thy Rule, thy Empire in Horatio, 
Nor cz thou aſk in vain, command in vain, 
Where Nature, Reaſon, nay, where Love is Judge; 
But when you urge my Temper to comply 
With what it moſt abhors, I cannot do it. 

Lay. Where didit thou get this ſullen gloomy Hate? 
It was not in thy Nature to be thus ; 

Come put it off, and let thy Heart be chearful, 

Be gay again, and know the Joys of Friendſhip, 

The Truſt, Security, and — Tenderneſs, 

The double Joys, where each is glad for both; 

Fricndſhip, the Wealth, the laſt Retreat and Strength, 
C 4 Secure 
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Secure againſt ill Fortune, and the World. 
Her. I am not apt to take a light Offence, 
But patient of the Failings of my Friends, 
And willing to forgive; but when an Injury 
Stabs to the Heart, and rouſes my Reſentment, 
(Perhaps it is the Fault of my rude Nature) 
I own I cannot eafily forgive it. 
. Thou haſt forgot me. 
Hor. No. 
Alt. Why are thy Eyes 
Impatient of me then, ſcornful and fierce ? 
Her. Becauſe they ſpeak the Meaning of my 
Becauſe they are honeſt, and diſdain a Villain. 
Alt. I have ——_ much, Horatio. 


„ 


Heart; 


Her. True, thou 
When I it, may I be a Wretch, 


Vile as thyſelf, a falſe perfidious Fellow, 
An infamous, believing, Britiþ Huſband. 
Alt. Pve _— thee much, and Heav'n has well 

aveng'd it. 

I have not, fince we been at Peace, 

Nor known one ] cere ; our broken Friendſhip 

Purſu*d me to the laſt Retreat of Love, 

Stood glaring like a Ghoſt, and made me cold with 
Horror. 

Misfortunes on Misfortunes prefs upon me, 

Swell o'er my Head, like Waves, and daſh me down. 

Sorrow, Remorſe, and Shame, have torn my Soul, 

They hang like Winter on my youthful Hopes, 

And blaſt the Spring and Promiſe of my Year. 

Lav. So Flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a Grave, 
To loſe their Freſhneſs amongſt Bones and Rottenneſs, 
And have their Odours ſtifled jn the Duſt : 

Canſt thou hear this, thou cruel hard Horatio? 

Canſt thou behold thy A/ramont undone ? 

That gentle, that dear Youth ! canſt thou behold him, 

His poor Heart broken, Death in his pale Viſage, 

And groaning out his Woes, yet unmov'd ? 
Her. The Brave and Wie I pity in nan OY 
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But when Ingratitude and Folly ſuffers, 
*Tis Weakneſs to be touch'd. 
Alt. I wo'not aſk thee 
To pity or forgive me; but confeſs, 
This Scorn, this Infolence of Hate is juſt ; 
*Tis Conſtancy of Mind, and manly in thee. 
But oh! had I been wron g'd by thee, Horatio, 
There is a yieldi Softneſs i in my Heart 
Cou'd ne'er have ftood it out, has I had ran, 
With ſtreaming Eyes, and open Arms upon thee, 
And preſt thee cloſe, cloſe ! 
Her. I muft hear no more, 
The Weakneſs is contagious, I ſhall catch it, 
And be a tame fond Wretch. 
Lav. Where wou'dſit thou go? 
Wou' dſt thou part thus? You ſha' not, tis impoſſible ; 
For I will 7 thy Paſſage, _— thus ; 
Perhaps thy — Hand may ſpuru me of, 
But I will throw my Body in =- Way, 
And thou ſhalt trample o'er 4 Nai ul Boſom, 
Tread on me, wound me, kill me ere thou paſs. 
Alt. Urge not in vain thy pious Suit, Lavinia. 
I have enough to nd me of my Pain. 
Caliſta, thou hadſt reach'd my He+:c befcre ; 
To make all fure, my Friend repeats th: Bo: 
But in the Grave our Cares in- I be forgotten, 
There Love and Friendſhip ecaſe. [ Fall. 
Lavinia res to Fin, and endeavours to raiſe him. 
Lav, Speak to me, Altamont. 
He faints ! he dies! Now tur" ad fee ty Triumph; 
My Brother! But our Caras .hall end together; 
Here will I Iay me down dy thy dear Side, 
Beraoan thy too hard Fate, then ſhare it with thee, 
And never fee my cruel Lord again. 
Horatio rwn to Altamont, and ratet him in hi Arms, 
ior. Tt is tao much to bear! Look up ray Al ment! 
My ſtubborn, anreientine, Heart has Zill'd him. 
Looc ap and bieſe me, tell ine that tagu ! lt. 
Ca! I have urg'd thy Centleneſs too far; [Hs revive, 
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Do thou and my Lavinia both forgive me; 
A Flood of Tenderneſs' comes o'er my Soul; 
I cannot ſpeak—1 love! forgive! — pity thee—— 
Alt. I thought that nothing cou'd have ſtay' d my Soul, 
That long ere this her Flight had reach'd the Stars; 
But thy known Voice has lur'd her back again; 
Methinks I fain wou'd ſet all right with thee, 
Make up this moſt unlucky Breach, and then, 
With thine and Heav'n's Forgiveneſs on my Soul, 
Shrink to my Grave, and be at Eaſe for ever. 
Hor. By Heav'n my Heart bleeds for thee ; ev'n this 
Moment, 
I feel thy Pangs of diſappointed Love. 
Is it not Pity that this Youth ſhou'd fall, 
That all his wond'rous Goodneſs ſhou'd be loſt, 
And the World never know it? Oh my 4ltamont ? 
Give me thy Sorrows, let me bear 'em for thee, 
And ſhelter thee from Ruin. 
Law. Oh my Brother, 
Think not but we will ſhare in all thy Woes ; 
We'l fit all Day, and tell fad Tales of Love: 
And when we light upon ſome faithleſs Woman, 
Some Beauty, like Cali/ta, falſe and fair, 
We'll fix our Grief, and our Complaining there; 
We'll curſe the Nymph that drew the Ruin on. 
And mourn the Youth that was like thee undone. 
[Exeuat, 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 

A Room bung with Black; on one Side Lotha- 
rio's Body on a Bier; on the other a Table, 
with a Scull and other Bones, a Book and a 
Lamp on it. 

Caliſta is diſcovered on a Couch in Black; her Hair hang 
ing looſe and diſor der d. After Mufick and a Song, he 
riſes and comes forward. 


S O N G. 


I. 
EAR, you Midnight Phantoms, hear, g 


You who pale and wan appear, 
And fill the Wretch, ⁊ubo wakes with Fear. 
You, who wander, /cream, and groan 
Round the Manſions once your own, 
You, who ftill your Crimes upbraid, 
You, who reft not with the Dead; 

From the Coverts where you f ray, f 
Where you lurk, and fbun the Day, 
Frem the Charnel and the Tomb, 
Hither haſte ye, hither come. 


II. 


Chide Califta for Delay, | 
Tell her tis for her you flay; 
Bid her die, and come away. 
See the Sexton with his Spade, 
Sce the Grave already made; 
= Fair One, to thy Knell, 
vis Muſick is thy Paſſing Beil. FRA 
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Cal. Tis well! theſe folemn Sounds, this Pomp of 


Horror, 

Are ft to {roi the Frenzy in my Soul; 

Here's Koom fer Meditat:on ev'n to Madneſs, 

ill the Mind buri with thinking. ' his dull Flame 

Slecps in the Socket. Sure the Book was left 

To tell me ſomcthing: for Inſtruction then 

He teaches holy Sorruy and Contrition, 

And Pemteace Is it become an Art then? 

A Frick that lazy, dull, I:-xurious Gownmen 

Can teac us to do over? 1 more = 8 
Thregcing away . 

J have mcre real Anguich ir = Meet, 

Io all the: Fein: Licipline e'er knew. 

What Uharn.! hae becn rided for theſe Bones? 

Fye ? tius is Puggantry;— they look uncouthly. 

But whot of that? J“ he or ſhe that own'd em 

Safe fre:n Diſqu ei fit, ard ſmile to ſee 

The Farce their mĩſerab e Relicts play. 

But here's a Sight is terrible indeed; 

Is this that «:aghty, gallant, gay Latbario, 

That dear Pertidious —Ahl— how pale he looks 

How grira with clotted Blood, and thoſe dead Eyes! 

Aicend, ye Ghoſ!s, tantaitick Forms of Night. 

In all your diff rent dreadful Shapes afcend, 

And match the preſent Horror, if you can. 


Enter Sciolto. ; 


Sci. This dead of Night, cis filent Hour of Darkneſs, 
Nature ior Reſt ordain'd, end loft Repoſe ; 
And t Diſtract on, and tumultuous Jars, 
Kee, all our frighted Citizens awake: 
The S2note, weak, divided and irreſolute, 
Want Pow'r to fuccour the afflicted State. 
Vairiy in Words and long Debates they're wiſe, 
Wulle the ficrce Factions {ern their peaceful Orders, 
And drown the Voice oi Law in Nofte and Anarchy. 
Awiek the gereral Wreck, ke where ſhe ſtands, 
| Ceanitng 16 Cilia. 

Lide 
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Like Helen in the Night when Troy was ſack'd, 
SpeRatreſs of the Miſchief which ſhe made. 
Cal. It is Sciolto! be thyſelf, my Soul; 
Be ftrong to bear his fatal Indignation, 
That he may fee thou art not loſt fo far, 
But ſomewhat ſtill of his great Spirit lives 
In the forlorn Califa. 
Sci. Thou wert once 
My Daughter. 
Cal. Happy were it I had dy'd, 
And never loſt that Name. 
Sci. That's ſomething yet, 
Thou wert the very Darling of my Age; 
I thought the Day too ſhort to gaze upon thee, 
That all the Bleffings I could gather tor thee, 
By Cares on Earth, and by my Pray'rs to Heav'n, 
Weie little for my Fondneſs to beſtow ; 
Why, didſt thou turn to Folly then, and cure me? 
Cal. Becauie my Soul was rudely drawn from yours; 
A poor imperfe& Copy of my Father, 
Where Goodnefs, and the Strength of manly Virtue, 
Was thinly planted, and the idle Void 
Fils up with light Belief, and eaſy Fondneſs ; 
It was, becauſe I lov'd, and was a Woman. 
Sci. Hadſt thou been honeſt, thou hadſt been a 
Cherubim; 
But of that Joy, as of a Gem long loſt, 
Beyond 8 gone, think we no more. 
Haſt thou e'er dar'd to meditate on Death? 
Cal. I have, as on the End of Shame and Sorrow. 
Sci. Ha! anſwer me! ſay, haſt thou cooly thought ? 
Tis not the Stoic's Leſſons got by Rote, 
The Pomp of Words, and Pedant Diſſertations, 
That can ſuſtain thee in that Hour of Terror: 
Books have taught Cowards to talk nobly of it, 
But when the Trial comes, they ſtart, and ſtand aghaſt; 
Haſt thou con ſider d what may happen after it ? 
How thy Account may ſtand, and what to anſwer ? 


Cat 
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Cal. I have turn'd my Eyes inward upon myſelf, 
Where foul Offence, and Shame have laid all wafte; 
Therefore my Soul abhors the wretched Dwelling, 
And longs to find ſome better Place of Reſt. 

Sci. *Tis juſtly thought, and worthy of that Spirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian Breaſts, when Rome 
Was Miſtreſs of the World. I wou'd go on, 

And tell thee all my Purpoſe, but it ſticks 
Here at my Heart, and cannot find a Way. 
Cal. Then ſpare the Telling, if it be a Pain, 
And write the Meaning with your Ponyard here. 
Sci. Oh! truly gueis'd—ſceſt thou this trembling 


Hand [ Holding up a Dagger. 
Thrice Juſtice urg'd and thrice the flack'ning 
Sinews 


Forgot their Office, and confeſt the Father ! 
At length the ſtubborn Virtue has prevail'd, 
It muſt, it muſt be fo——Oh ! take it then, 
And know the reſt untaught. — 
Cal. I underſtand you, 

It is but thus, and both are ſatisfy'd. 

[ She offers to kill herſelf, Sciolto catches hold of her Arm, 

Sci. A Moment, give me yet a Moment's Space. 
The ſtern, the rigid Judge has been obey'd ; 

Now Nature, and the Father, claim their Turns. 
I've held the Balance with an Iron Hand, 

And put off ev'ry tender Human Thought, 

To doom my Child to Death ; but ſpare my Eyes 
The moſt unnatural Sight, leſt their Strings crack, 
And my old Brain ſplit, and grow mad with Horror, 

Cal. Ha! is it poſſible; and is there yet 
Some little dear Remain of Love and Tenderneſs 
For poor, undone Cala, in your Heart ? 

Sci. O! when I think what Pleaſure I took in thee, 
What Joys thou gav'ſt me in thy pratling Infancy, 
Thy ſprightly Wit, and early blooming — 
How I have ſtood, and fed my Eyes upon thee, 


Then 
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Then }:f--:- * ond wond'ring bleſt thee; 

m- | *ev'n melts within me; 
- a6r'2 © '_ * P"vrant, Honour, 

For a. 5: * vy Judge; 


Thde art 4 | 
Cal. Fei tnai 
Thus let me fall thn. . rs th, 
Weep on your Feet, a n Dodneſs; 
On : *tis too much fo. hh | 
This Parricide, that murd+:- wv 
Shortens her Tather's Age, uid 1852 b 
Ere little more than helt his Ve: amber; 
Sci. Wou'd it were otherviie--biut of digs 
Cal. That I muft die! it i my oni Cohort; 
Death is the Privilege of Humen Natur- 
And Life without it were not worth our thing; 
Thither the Poor, the Pris'ner and the Moy:ner, 
Fly for Relief, and lay their Burdens down. 
Come then, and take me now to thy cold Arms, 
Thou meagre Shade; here let me breathe my laft, 
Charm'd with my Father's Pity and Forgiveneſs, 
More than if Angels tun'd their golden Viols, | 
And ſung a Requiem to my parting Soul. 
Sci. I am ſummon'd hence, ere this my Friends 
expect me. * 
There is I know not what of ſad Preſage, 
That tells me, I ſhall never ſee thee more; 
Tf it be fo, this is our laſt Farewel, 
And theſe the parting Pangs, which Nature feels, 
When Anguiſn rends the Heart-Strings—— Oh! my 
ughter ! [Exit Sciolto. 
Cal. Now think, thou curſt Ca/ifa, now behold 
The Defolation, Horror, Blood and Ruin, 
Thy Crimes and fatal Folly ſpread around, 
That loudly cry for Vengeance on thy Head ; 
Yet Heav'n, who knows our weak imperfe& Natures, 
How blind with Paſſions, and how prone to Evil, 
Makes not too ſtrict Inquiry for Offences, 
But is aton'd by Penitence and Pray'r ; 
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Cheap Recompence ! here twould not be received, 
Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation, 

And cleanſe the Soul from inbred, deep Pollution ; 
And ſee another injur'd Wretch is come, 

To call for Juſtice from my tardy Hand, 


Enter Altamont. 


Alt. Hail to you Horrors! hail, thou Houſe of Death! 
And thou the lovely Miſtreſs of theſe Shades, 

Whoſe Beauty gilds the more than midnight Darkneſs, 
And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day. 

O! take me in a Fellow-Mourner with thee, 

FH number Grean for Groan, and Tear for Tear; 
And when the Fountains of thy Eyes are dry, 

Mine ſhal! ſupply the Stream, and weep for both. 

Cal. I know thee well, thou art the injur'd Altamont, 
Thou com'f to urge me with theWrongs l've done thee; 
But know I ftand upon the Prink of Life, 

And in a Moment mean to fc: ne free 
From Shame, and thy Upbraiding, 

Ale. Falſly, falſly 

Doſt thou accuſe me; when did I complain, 

Or murmur at my Fate? For thee I have 

Forgot the Temper of 7ta/ran Huſbands, 

And Fondnefſs has prevail'd upon K venge; 

I bore my Load of Infamy with Patier.ce, 

As holy Men do Puniſhment from Heav'n, 

Nor thought it hard, becauſe it came from thee ; 
Oh! then forbid me not to mourn thy Loſs, 

To wiſh ſome better Fate had rul'd our Loves, 
And that Ci a had been ming, and true, 

Cal. Oh, Adltament! "tis hard ſor Souls lire mine, 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they have done amis ; 
But oh! behold my proud, diſdainful Heart 
Bends to thy gen: ler Virtue : Yes, 1 own, 

Such is thy Truth, thy Tenderneſs, and Love, 
Such are the Grace: het adorn thy Youth, 
That were I not bandeu'd to Deſtructian, 
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With thee I might have liv'd for Ages bleft, 
And dy'd in Peace within thy faithful Arms. 

Alt. Then Happineſs is ſtill within our Reach: 
Here let Remembrance loſe our paſt Misfortunes, 
Tear all Records that hold the fatal Story ; 

Here let our Joys begin, from hence go on 
In long ſucceſſive Order. 

Cal. What! in Death ? 

Ale. Then art thou fix'd to die Zut be it fo, 
We'll 7 together, my advent'rous Love 
Shall follow thee to thoſe uncertain Beings; 
Whether our lifeleſs Shades are doom'd to wander 
In gloomy Groves, with diſcontented Ghoſts ; 

Or whether thro? the upper Air we fleet, 
And tread the Fields of Li ht, till I'll purſue thee, 
Till Fate ordains that we ſhall part no more. 

Cal. Oh no! Heav'n has ſome better Lot in ſtore 
To crown thee with ; live, and be happy long ; 
Live for ſome Maid that ſhall deſerve thy Goodneſs, 
Some kind unprattis'd Heart, that never yet 
Has liſten'd to the falſe Ones of thy Sex, 

Nor known the Arts of ours; ſhe ſhall reward thee, 
Meet thee with Virtues equal to thy own, 

Charm thee with — 5 Beauty, and with Truth; 
Be bleſt in thee alone, and thou in her. 


Eater Horatio. 


Her. Now mourn indeed, ye miſerable Pair, 
For now the Meaſure of your Woe: is full. 
Alt. What do'ſt thou mean, Horatis ? 
Her. Oh! 'tis dread ſal: 
t, the good Sciolio dies this Moment. 
Cal. My Father 
Alt. That's a dea diy Stroke indeed. 
Hor. Not long ago he privately went forth 
Attended but by few, an thoic unbidden; 
I heard which Way he took, and ſtraight purſu'd 
ut 
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But found him compaſs'd by Lathario's Faction, 
Almoſt alone, amidſt a Crowd of Foes ; We 
Too late we brought him Aid, and drove them back; 
Ere that his frantick Valour had provok'd 
The Death he ſeem'd to wiſh for from their Swords. 
Cal. And doſt thou bear me yet, thou patient Earth ? 
Doft thou not labour with my murd'rous Weight? 
And you, ye glitt'ring heav'nly Hoſt of Stars, 
Hide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you, 
For I am all Contagion, Death and Ruin, 
And Nature fickeus at me; reſt, thou World, 
This Pazricide ſhall be thy Plague no more; 
Thus, thus, I ſet thee free. [ Seabs herſelf. 
Har. Oh! fatal Rafhneſs ! 
Alt. Thou doſt inſtract me well; to lengthen Lite, 
Is but 7 trifle now. n 
Altamont s to hill kimjelf; Horatio prevents 
bim, — wreſts his — from hun. 
Her. Ha! what means 
ou — * Altamont ? rar Foe to _ 
as breath'd on ev'ry B contagious » 
And epidemick Madneſs, * 


Enter Sciolto, pale and bloody, ſupported by Servants. 


Cal. Oh, my Heart! 
Well may 'ſt thou fail, for ſee the Spring that fed 
Thy vital Stream is waſted, and runs low. 
My Father! will you now at laſt forgive me, 
If aſter all my Crimes, and all your Suff rings, 
I call you once again by that dear Name ? 
Will you forget my Shame, and thoſe wide Wounds, 
Lift up your Hand, and bleſs me ere I go 
Down to my dark Abode ? 
Sci. Alas! my Daughter! 
Thou haſt raſhly ventur'd in a ſtormy Sea, | 
"here Life, Fame, Virtue, all were wreck'd ard loft; 
Rut ſure thou haſt borne thy Part in all the . 


The FAIR PeEnN1TENT. 67 


And ſmarted with the Pain; then reſt in Peace, 
Let Silence and Oblivion hide thy Name, 
And fave thee from the Malice of Poſterity ; 
And may'f thou find with Heav'n the fame Forgiveneſs, 
As with thy Father here. Die, and be happy. 
Cal. Celeſtial Sounds! Peace dawns upon my Soul, 
And ev'ry Pain grows leſs — Oh! gentle Altamont, 
Think not too hardly of me when I'm gone. 
But pity me Had I but early known 
Thy wond'rous Worth, thou excellent young Man, 
We had been happier both >: —— Now tis too late, 
And yet my Eyes take Pleaſure to behold thee ; 
Thou art their laſt dear Object. Mercy, Heav'n ! 
['She ales, 
Alt. Cold! dead and cold!and yet thou art not chang'd, 
But lovely ſtill! Hadſt thou a thouſand Faults, 
What Heart ſo hard, what Virtue ſo ſevere, 
But at that Beauty muſt of force relented, 
Melted to Pity, „and to Forgiveneſs ? 
Sci. Oh! turn thee from that fatal Object: Altamont, 
Come near and let me bleſs thee ere I die. 
To thee, and brave Horatm I bequeath 
My Fortunes ——Lay me by thy noble Father, 
And love my Memory as thou haſt done his, 
For thou haſt been my Son.—Oh ! gracious Heav'n! 
Thou that haſt endleſs Bleſſings ill in Store, 
For Virtue, and for filial Piety, 
Let Grief, Diſgrace, and Want be far away, 
But multiply thy Mercies on his Head ; 
Let Honour, Greatneſs, Goodnels, ftill be with him, 
And Peace in all his Ways [ He dies. 
Alt. Take, take it all; 
To thee, Horatio, I reficon the Gift, 
Whale I purſue my Fther and my Love, 
And — only Portion in the Grave. 
Hor. The Storm of Ge bears hard upon his Youth, 
And bends him like {r-0ping Flower to Earth. 
Raiſe him, and bea is, [Altamont ij carried of 
Y 
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By ſuch Examples are we taugl. prove, 
The Sorrows that attend unlawful Love ; ; 
Death or ſome worſe Misfortune, ſoon divide 
The injur'd Bridegroom from i.s guilty Bride: 
If you would have the Nuptial Union laſt, 


Let Virtue be the Bond that tics it faft. 
f Exeunt omnes. 


EP F. 
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EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by Mrs. Bx AceGIRDLE, who 
play'd Lavinia. 


Dearly ſhe paid for Breach of good Behaviour, 
Nor could her loving Huſband's Fondneſs ſave her. 
Italian Ladies lead but ſcurvy Lives, 
T here's dreadful dealing with Eloping Wiwes ; 
Thus "tis, becauſe theſe Huſbands are obey d 
By Force of Lans, which for them ive they made. 
IWith Tales of old Proferiptions they confine | 


ee the tripping Dame could find no Fawour, | 


The Right of Marriage-rule to their Male Line, 
And Huff, and Domineer, by R:gbt Divine. 

Had we the Pow'r, we'd mate the Tyrants know 
What "tis to fail in Dutics which they owe ; 
Wed teach the ſant'rins Squire wvho loves to roam, 
Forgerfu! of his own dear Spouje ar Home ; 

Who jrores at Night ſufincly by her Side, 

Tua not for this the nuptial Knot was ty'd. 
The piodding Petty-fagger and the Cit, 

lade learn'd at leaft this modern Way of Wit : 
Each ili-bred ſenſeleſs Rogue, theugh ne er ſa dull, 
Has the Impudence to think his Wife a Fool ; 

He ſpends the Night, where merry Wags reſert, 
i joking Clubs, and Eiglteen- penny Pert; 
While ſhe, poor Souls contented to regale, 

By a fad Sea-caal Farc, with Wigs and Ale. 


Well 


A — 


— 


— 


*  — — — — — 


an 
Well may the Cackold-making Trite f »7 Grace. 
Lind fill an abſent Huſband's empty Pic: 
If you wou'd er bring Conftancy in F ajpic:, 
Lou Men muſt firft begin the R:ofermaticn. 
T hen ſhall the golden Age of Lowe return, 
No T. urrle for her wand” ring Mate jha'l nourn ; 
No foreign Charms ſhall cauſe domeſtick Srriſe, 
But ev ry married Man fhall toaft bis Wife ; 
Phillis fall not be to the Country ſent, 
For Carnivals in Town 10 keep a tedious Lent ; 
Lampoons ſhall ceaſe, and envious Scandal die, 
And all ſhall live in Peace, like my good Man and J. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Written by N. ROME, Eſq; 
Spoke by Mr. BETTERTON. 


F humble Wives that drag the Marriage Chain 
With curſed dogged Husbands, may complain ; 

turn d at large to ſtarue, as ce by on, 
T hey may, at leaſt, for Alimony ſue. 
Know, wwe reſolve to make the Caſe our own, 
Bet<veen the Plaintiff. Scage and the Defendant-Town. 
When firſt you took us from our Father's Houſe, | 
And lovingly our Intereſt did eſpouſe , | 
You kept us fine, careſs d and lodg d us here, | 
And Honey-Moon held ont above Three Lear; 
At length, for Pleaſures known do ſoldum lat. 
3 1 E njoyments { rol d your Spriz-:tly 7 Aſte; 
And tho" at firſt you did not quite eg ent, 
We found your Love was dwindled to Neſhect; | 
Sometimes, indeed, as in your it ay it I, | 
Yau ſtopp d, and call d to ſee if ve were Sell. | 
Now, quite eft-ang'd, this wretched Plate you hu,ð, | 
Like had IVine, Buſineſs, Duels, or a Din. 
Flave <ve for this increas'd Apollo; Ras ? 
Been often pregnant with your II iti embrace? 
And borne you many chopping Babes et Trac? ? 
Some ugly Toads <e had, and that's the Curſe, 

were ſo like you, that they tar'd the cvorſe; 
For this to Nizht we are not much in Pay, 
Loak on t, and if you like it, Entertain ; 
It all the Midwife ſays of it be true, 

are ſome Features too lite ſome of you ; 
For us, if you think fitting to foriake it, 
We mean to run away, 4 let the Pariſh take it. 


J 


| 
| 
| 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoke by Mrs. SANTLOMW. 


S one condemn'd, and ready ts becoine 
For his Offences paſt, a Pendulum; 

Lee eve he dies, beſpeal the learned T brongy 
Jeu, like the Swan, expires in a Song. 
he /. (te dowbifil long which Knot to chocſe, 
it tether he I!:znsman's, or the MAarriage Nooſe) 
Con dim good People, as you ſee, for Life, 
& 4 play that teens, jangling Game, @ It fe, 
Lade bat ore Ii ard of good Advice to ſay, 
Before the doleſ ul Cart dracus quite away. 


Tort Roaring Boys, cube know the Midnight Cares 
Of ratiling Tatts, ye Sons of _—_ and Fears : 
Io labore hard to bring your Ruin on, 
ind dilizently toil to be undone ; 
Yir're lortune's ſportires Footballs at the beſt 
Jen are lis Joys, and ſmall the Gameſter's Reft : 
Seid ſe tien / ortaue only rules the Dice, 
End on tle Sgaare you play; yet, who that's wiſ*, 
H 95:14 to the Credit of a faithleſs Main, 
Truft is £104 Dad': hard-getten boarded Gain? 
Ent ther [url ! nitures reund a Table wait, 
AA eg wath the Bubble's fichly State ; 
Je yrs fud Gam#l:s covetous of more, 
Lib: Jip! Dag, 47e his certain Store. 
Feu the „hunde ſane*r'd by all, grows dry. n now 
Conmmoeatiy <-12t hed turns a Sharper foo ; 
Tic Fair, fr cant of Bubbles too, play fair, 
And (2 to ene aucther on the Square ; 
So H heres the Il ealth from numerous Culls they glean, 
Sill tend on Pullies, and grow poor again. 


This 


Lv 


This Itch for Play has likew iſe fatal been, 
And more than Cupid drawn the Ladies in, 
A Thouſand Guineas for Baſſet prevails, 
A Bait, «when Caſb runs low, that ſeldom fallt; 
And when the Fair One can't the Debt defray, 
In Sterling Coin, does Sterling Beauty pay. 


In vain wwe labour to divert your Care, 
Nor Song, nor Dance can bribe your Preſence here, 
You fly this Place like an infections Air. 
To vonder happy Quarter of the Tocun, 
You croud ; and your own Fay rite Stage diſo en; 
H e're like old Miſtreſſes, you loue the I ice, 
And hate us only "cauſe we once did pleaſe. 
Nor can we find boy elſe tis we deſerve, 
Like Tamalus, mid Plenty thus to ffar te 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
Men. 


Sir ama Talere, Father to Valere | 

the wn" _ — 2 Mr. Freeman. 
Doran te, his Erother, in ve 

wich eln an. — We © Mr. Corey. 
You: & / alere, a Gentleman med 

in * 1 * ae — Mr. Verbraggen. 
Mr. Lovewell, in Love wich Levy Dettert 
Meins 5 ys Wer" M 

larquiſs © azard, a ſu 

French Marquils vl — Mr Fieldbouſe. 
Her tor, Valet to Jalere.— — — Mr. Pack. 
Mr. Galcon, a Taylor. — — — Mr. Smeaton. 


Connt Cog die, Mr. Dickins. 

iſt Gentleman, > Three Gamefters, Y Mr. Weller. 

2d Gentleman, Mr. Knap. 

Box Keeper, — — — Mr. Francis Lee. 
Women. 


Lade Fealtly, a very vain Coqyet- 
ti Widow, very Mick, © "Siſter Mrs, Barry. 

o . gel. (CA. — 
Angelica, in Love with . Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Hetty. V orman to the Lady Wealthy. Mrs. Parſons. 
{mg W m_ to Angelica. Mrs. Hunt. 

rs. Security, ne that wad 

Money = Pawns. Mrs. Wallis. 


Mrs, T opknet, a Milliver, — — Mrs. Fieldbcuſe. 


THE 
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Sh#$$$$44+$44+ e 
ACT J. 


The Curtain draxrs up, and diſcovers Hector in 
an Elbow-Chair, juſt waking, Tawning. 


Hect. FI Leſs me ! "Tis broad Day-light; Who the De- 

vil wou'd ſerve a Gang sT] Tis a Cur- 
fed Lite, this that I lead. O, my dear Bed, how 
ſeldom do I viſit thee! When fhall I be lapt in the 
Fold of thy Embraces, and ſnore forth my Thanks? 
I, that cou'd enjoy thee Four and Twenty Hours toge- 
ther, am groen a perfect Stranger to thy Charms. 
O My precious Maſter! Now, Ten to One, will 
he come Home with an empry Pocket ; and then will 
he be confoundedly out of Humour: Then ſhan't I 
dare ask him for any Dir ner. Thus am I robb'd of 
the two chieteſt Pleaſures of my Life, Eating and 


Sleeping. 
Enter Mrs. FavouriTE. 


Fav. Good morrow, Monſieur Hector: Where is 
your ſweer Maſter ? 
Hect. Aſleep. 
Fav. I mult ſee him. 
Hect. My Maſter ſees no Body when he's aſleep. 
Fav. I muſt ſpeak with bun. 
Lect. 
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Hect. Indeed, ſweet Mrs. Favourite, but you can- 


nor. 
* P'ſhaw I tell you I muſt, and will ſpeak with 


Eect. With who Child? 

Fav. With who Why, with 7 alere. 

Eect. Heark'e, won'd you ſpeak with my Maſter in 
propria Perſena, or with his Picture? 

Fav. Leave Fooling, for I come not upon ſo merry 
a Meſſage as you imagine. 

Hect. Why then, to be ſerious, my Maſter is not 
come in: He's a Man of Buſineſs, Child, and neglects 
his Eaſe to follow that. 

Fav. Yes, yes, 1 gueſs the Buſineſs ; he is at ſha- 
king his Elbows over a Table, ſaying his Prayers back- 
wards, counting the Dice like a Miſtreſs, and 
them when he is diſappointed. Between you and I, 
Angelica knows his Extravagance ; and finding he 
breaks all the Oaths he made again Play, reſolves to 
ſee him no more. 

Hect. If he has loſt his Money, this News will break 
his Heart. 

Fav. Tell him, that I fay he has deceiv'd more Wo- 
men than he has plaid Games at Hazard; and 

Fect. You ſay—Ay, I find Dorante, my Maſter's 
Uncle, has given you a retaining Fee: What ſhou'd 
ſhe do with that old Fellow ? 

Fay. Oh! He's a Lover ripe with Diſcretion. 

Eect. Ay, bar Women generally love green Fruit 
be: Beſides, my Mafter's handſome. 

Fav. He hand oe! Behold his Picture juſt as he'll 
appear this Morvirg, with Arms a-croſa, down-caft 
Eyes, no Powder in his Perriwigg, a Steenkirk tuck'd 
iv to hide the Dirt, Sword-knot unty'd, no Gloves, 
and Hands and Face as dirty as a Tinker. This is the 
very Figure of your beautiful Maſter. 

Hect. The Jade has hit ir. 

Fav. And Pocket as empty as a Capucbin 8. 

Hect. Hold, hold, this is Spite, meer Spite and 
burning Envy. 


Faw. 
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Fav. Ay, tis no Matter for that; I'll take care he 
ſhar't deceive my Miſtreſs: For ſhe that marries a 
Gamefter that plays upon the Square, as the Fool your 
Maſter does, can expect nothing but an Alms-Houte 
for a Jointure. Once more I tell you, that Dorazte 
has both Reaſon and Favowrite of his Side. 

Hect. And we have Love on our Side; and Love 
never fails to conquer Reaſon: For your Part, you are 
like the Swiſs, take any Side for Pay. 

Fav. Is not Valere aſham'd, the only Son of ſich a 
Family, to leave his Father's Houſe, and ſncak up and 

. | 


down in Lodgi ? 

Hect. You re Miſtaken, Mrs. Favourite ; he did not 
leave his Father's Houſe : Burt his Father, who is as 
obſtinate as the Devil, and as ill- natur'd as a Datel man, 
turn'd him our. 

Fav. He was a dutiful Child in the mean rime. Well, 
you may take my Word, he will have ſmall Welcome 
ar our Houſe: I ſhall let my Lady know he is a Ga- 
wr ſo ſweer Mr. Hector, adicu. (Exit. 

ect. Fare wel, Mrs. Fripery; I am glad I know my 
Maſter's Enemy however. Ho! Here he comes. 


Enter VATER E, in Diſorder. 


Fal. Sirrah, what's a Clock ? 

Hect. It iin Troth, Sir, I have been up ol. ng, 
I have forgot. 

Val. Away, I am weary of your Foolerics, My 
Night-Gown, quick, quick. Tue Devil, the Devil. 

Hect. Ah! I find where about Le is, he ſwears be- 
tween his Teeth. 

Val. So hey! What, moſt I wait all Dey? My 
Gown here! (Valere fill walls about, and Hector 

ftill following bim with the Gown. 

Elect. Tis ready Sir. 

Fal. What a Dog am I? I know 1 have no Luck, 
yet can't forbear playing Oh, For: une, Fortune! But 
why do I exciaim a;;aintt her ? Vil be even with her 
J warrant her; ſhe has made me Tote, but I dety her 
to make me pay, for the Devil a Souſe have L 


Et 
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Flect. Sir, Sir, pleaſe to put on your Gown, Sir. 

Val. Get you to Bed, you Dog, and don't trouble me. 

Hect. With all my Hear: Sir. (Exit. 

(Valere fits down in the Arm d. Chair. 

Val. I think I am fleepy. Death! "Tis impoſſible to 
how 4 (riſes) For I can no ſooner ſhut my Eyes, bur 
methinks my Evil Genius flings Am's Ace before me. 
7 Hector, Sirrah; that Rogue ſleeps happy: Why, 

r. 

Hof. Sir ——( From the bottem of theeStage, unbutton d. 
Jal. Sir you Sor, are you never tir d with fleep- 
ing ? 

970 Tir'd—W hy, Sir, I han't had Time to unbut- 
ton my Coat yer. 

/'al. Was any Body here to ask for me ? 

Eeft. Yes, Sir, Here was your Muſick-Maſter, and 
vour Darcing- Maſter. 

/ al. Ay, they want their Quarteridge, I ſuppoſe. 

Hect. They'll call again, Sir. 

Fal. Then Im not at Home, Sir. 

Ee#. On ! I know that, Sir. Bur, Sir, here was a 
kind cf a kind of a ſhabby - look'd Fellow He 
1aid his Name was Goodie : He'll call again too. 

F'al. I know him not. None elſe ? 

Fect. Yes, Sir, a Back-Friend of yours. Sir, may I 
be io bold, as to ask you one Queſtion ? Do you love 
tne cha ming Angelica? 

41. Love her! ] adore her! 

Hert. Ah! That's an ill Sign. Now do I know he 
has not a Penny in his Pocket. Ah, Sir, pour Fob, 
like a Barometer, ſhews the Temper of your Heart, as 
thin dees the Weather. 

Vol. Don't you imagine. whatever Paſhon I have 
for Play, that I have not Power to forget that amiable 
Crea.ure ! 


He:t. Ah, Sir, but if that amiable Creature ſhou'd 
have baiiith'd you 


Ja. Impalſible 
fect. lark roof Impoſſibilitjies, good Sir, for port 
Mrs. £avourite is juſt gone; who, 1 Und, hates you, 
ard 


} 
* 
| 
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and ſwears her Lady has declared for your Uncle. Ah, 


Sir—w hat ſhe ſays is not al:ogether falſe ; (ſbaking his 

Head) for notwithftanding you have ſworn heartily 

to Angelica never to play again, you do throw away a 
in; or ſee, Sir 

Val. Ceaſe your Impertinence ; I give you leave to 

_ my Loſſes, but my Miſtreſs touches my Heart, 


Hect. ( Aſide.) Ah! Love's Fever is always higheſt 
when the is at an Ebb. Bur, Sir, be not caſt 
down, I have heard them ſay, a new Paſſion is the only 
Thing to cure an old one. There's the charming 
Widow of my Lord Wealthy, her Siſter, richer than 
Angelica—— Ah, Sir | Had you but made your Addreſ- 
ſes there. 

Lal. There She is the only Woman I wou'd avoid. 
She's a Coquet of the firſt Rate; Addreſſes all, and 
cares for none. How did ſhe tyrannize over my Friend 
Lovewwell before ſhe married my Lord, tho' he is a Gen- 
tleman without Exception? And now ſhe's playing the 
ſame Game over again ; for the good-natur'd Fellow is 
in Love fill. | 

Fect. Truly, Sir, I believe the French Marquiſs will 
carry it 

al. No, he is too much of her Temper. Hark! 
Who's there? 

Jlect. A Dan, IV arrant. 

Fal. I am nor within, Sirrah. 

Hect. On, Sir! Your Father. 

Lal Ah! That's worte; now will he rail as heartily 
againſt Gaming, as the Fanaticks againſt Plays. 


Enter Sir Thomas VATIIRE. 


Sir Tho. What, what are you up? This is not a 


Gameſter's Hour; or have you not been in Bed all 
Night ? That's moft likely. 


Hect. ( Aſide.) He's the Devil of a Gueſſer. Indeed 


my Maſter keeps as early Hours as any Man, III Ia 
thac for hin a rn 


Sir 
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Sir Tho. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah, or I ſhall break 
your Head ; your Freedom will not paſs on me. 

Hect. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir; I've done, 
Sir, I've done. 

Sir Tho. I am come to make the laſt Tryal of you, 
Sir. Your Courſe of Life is ſo very ſcandalous, that 
unleſs I ſce a ſpecdy ard fincere Reformation, I have 
veſolv d ro difinherit you; then try if what has ruin'd. 

ou, will maintain — But, do you hear, quit the 
Name of your Anceſtors, who never yet produc'd ſuch 
a Profligate. The Eftate has not been reſerv'd ſo long 
in the Family to be * away at — 

Hect. Short and pithy: We re in a hopefu 1 

Val. Sir, I have been revolving in my Mind at my 
Acts of Folly, and am aſham d I harbour'd them 
fo long, and now am arm'd with manly Reſolutions ; 
ye my 77 Faults, and try my future Conduct. 

ir Tho. If I could believe thee real, my Joys would 
be compleat. 

Hect. Ah! I ſmoak the Deſign ; a little Money is 
wanting. [ Jſpde: 

Val. My cruel Uncle, who never was a Friend to 
vou, now endeavours to ſupplant me in Angelica s Heart; 
you know I live but in her. 

Sir Tho. I know your Love, and the only Thing I 
like in you : She's a virtnous Lady, and her Fortune's 
large; is baſe, and moſt unfic my Brother's Years, to 
become your Rival. 

Hect. Ah, Sir, if my Maſter loſes her, I dare ſwear- 
it will break his Heart. In my Conſcience, I believe 
., is Love kceps him awake, and puts Gaming into his: 

:cad. 

Sir Tho. Well, Son, if vou obtain her, I'Il forgive 
your Fault, and pay your Debts once more. 

Fal. Sir, I don't doubt it; but I'm a little out of 
Money a: preſent. 

Het Humph! 

Val. Morey, S'r, is an Ingredient abſolutely neceſſa- 
yy in a Lover: A Hundzed Gu:ucas would accemplith. 
=} 


Heck, 
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Hect As I gueſs'd. . 
Sir le. At your old Trick again—No, no; I have 
too often couzen'd wich your fair Promiſes. 
Fal. Try me this Time; lend me but Fifty. 
Sir Tho. No. 
F al. Twenty. 
Sir Tho. No. 
Fal. Ten. 
Sir Tho. No. 
Hect. Hard-hearted Je. Ad. 
Val. Five, Sir; for I can't go without ſome Money. 
Sir Tho. Not a Souſe from me. 
Hect. One, Sir; that we may dine; for I am ſure 
my Maſter has not a Groat, by his Humility. 
Sir Tho. No; if you are hungry, go fling a merry 
Main for your Dinner. 
- Heet. Ah, Sir, I ncyer was fo well bred: Beſides I 
hate truſting to Chance for my Food. 
Sir Tha. I admire you have livy'd. ſo long with your 


Sir Tho. It I can bur reclaim my Child, and match 
him to Angelica, I ſhall date the happieſt Part of my 
Life from this Moment. 


Enter COD. 


Cig. Sir, your moſt humble Servant; is not your 
Name Flere ? 

Sir 750. le is, Sir; 

Sg. Sir, I come to offer you my beſt Service. 

Sir Tha, In what, pray Sir: 


cg 
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Cog+ Sir I am Maſter of all Sorts of Games, and live 
by that noble Art. My Name is Cogdie, call'd by ſome 
Count Corp die. 

Sir Tho. He takes me for my Son! III humour it, 
and hear what the Rogue has to ſay. (Aſide) Well, 
Sir, what then? 

Coe. Hearing of your ill Fortune at Play, I came, out ot 
pure Gene roſity, to teach you the Management of the Die. 

Sir Tho. The Management of the Die; Why, is 
that to be taught ? | 
Cog. O! Ay, Sir: to learn to Cog a Die nicely, re- 
quires as_good a Genizs as the Study of the Mathema- 
ricks. Now, Sir, here is your true Dice, a Man ſeldom 

rs 9 Thing by them: Here is your falſe, Sir, hey, 
| they run. Now, Sir, thoſe we generally call 


nr 
ir Tho. The ion rather. Mercy upon me 
What is our World come to! 7 


Cog. Come, throw a Main, Sir, then I'll inſtruct you 
how to nick it; he is very dull. I tell you, Sir, in 
this Age, tis neceſſary that ChilCren learn to play 
before they learn to read. 

Sir Tho. I tell yon, Sir, that I am amaz'd ibe Go- 
vernment never preferr'd you to the Pillory tor your 
wonderous Skill. 

Cog. I find his ill For: une has put him borribly out 
of Humour: I ſay again, that learning to play is of 
more uſe, than Fa, La, Mi, Sol, or cutting a Capcr. 

Sir Tho. I'll Fa, La, Caper, you Dog; know I am 
his Father, and hate Gaming, and all fuch Raſcals as 
you are. But ſtay III pay you your Wages for the 
Care you took of my Son. 


Cog. Sir, your humble Servant, Sir, not a Penny, Sir. 
Sir Tho. No, Sir, a Cane. 


Cog. Not in the leaſt, Sir; I, I, I wou'd not give you 
the "Trouble by no means, Sir. What a Sot was I, to 
miſtake the Father for the Son. (Exit running. 


Enter 
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Enter Hic roa running. 


Hect. O, Sir! Undone! Undone ! Undone ! 

Sir Tho. Undone ! when wert thou otherwiſe ? 

Heck. Ah, Sir, but my Mafter, my Maſter 

Sir Tho. What of him ? Surely he was given me for 
a Curſe. 

He8. Ay, Sir! As my Maſter was juſt ſtepping into 
Angelica s Lodgings, ſo nicely dreſt ; his Wigg, I be- 
licve, had a Pound of Hair, and two Pound of Powder 
in it; he look'd fo pretty, that had ſhe but ſeen him, 
ſhe mutt have lov'd him, tho her Heart had been made 
of Braſs : But juſt as he was ſtepping in 

Sir Tho. She ordered her Footman to ſhut the Door 
upon him, I ſuppoſe, hearing his continued Extrava- 

ance, 
- Hect. No, no, Sir, worſe than that; a flovenly filthy 
Fellow whipt his Sword from his Side, whilft another, 
as bluff as a Midnight Conſtable, flapt him oa the 
Back with an Action of Forty Pounds. 

Sir Tho. Ha! And did Angelica ice it ? 

Hect. No, no, Sir, ue being cunning, wheedled em 
ro the Lavern; and "tis bur giving em a luſty Bottle, 
Sir, and | warrant we get it off for Ten Guincas. 

Sir 7. tiew's this, an Action of Forty Pounds got 
off for tan Guineas ? I ſuſpect a Trick-—Come, ſhow 
me the Way to this Tavern. 

Hect. What ſhall I do now? Sir, I, I, I came in ſuch 
Haſte that 1 never thought to look up ar the Sign. 

Sir Tho. Then you are likely to carry the Money, 
Sirrah ; Sirrah, this Sham won't take; the next Time, 
Ratcal, lay your Lies cloſer, Rogue. (Slaps him.) [ Exit. 

Het. Ah, Hector] Fleflor ! Thou art no good Plotter. 
Well, I draw this Comfort from it, however, I ſhall 
1 ver dread the Gallows for Plocting. 


Enter VALIERAE. 


Tal. Well, I have oyer-heard all; I thought what 
your Projects wou'd come to. 


Ele, 
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He8. Why, Sir, the wiſeſt Men ſometimes fail; and 

ou muſt own, that I ſtudy as hard as a ſtarving Poet 

r your Intereſt : Bur if my Plots, like their Poetry, 
miſcarry, tis no Fault of mine. 

Val. You'll ſtill be witty out of Seaſon ; but prithee 
what's to be done now ? 

Hect. Oh, Sir! Yonder goes Mrs, Security, who lene 
you once a Hundred Guineas upon your Diamond Ring 
that you loſt at Play. 

Val. I remember I gave her Fifty for the Uſe of it: 
Bur, however, call her in this Extremicy, and bring 
up a Bottle of Sack with you. (Exit Hector.) Now 
for the Art of Perſuaſion to ſqueeze this old Spunge of 
6ftry Guineas, that may make me Mafter of a thouſand 


before Night. 
Enter Hzcroz and Mrs. Syxcunirty. 


Fal. Mrs. Security, good morrow. 
Mrs. Sec. Mr. Valere, your very humble Servant. 


Val. A Chair there, quickly. Mrs. Security, let us 
renew our old Acquaintance, and cement it with a 
Glaſs of Sack. 

Mrs. Sec. Oh, dear Mr. Yalere ! I never drink in a 
W 

Val. What, not a Glaſs of Sack ? Come, Hector, fill. 
My Service to you. 

rs. Sec. Pray, young Man, give me but a litile. 

Val. Fill it up, I fay. 

Mrs. Sec. Oh, dear Sir! Your Health. ( Drinks halt. 

Val. What, my Health by Halves? I'll not bate you 
a drop. 

= Sec. Well, I profeſs it will be too firong for me. 
. 7 Hector, does not Mrs. Security Iook very hand- 

? 

Hect. Truly, Sir, I think ſhe grows younger and 
younger. 

Mrs. Sec. Away, you make me bluſh. 

Hect. Ah! S: cl have another Husband, I ſee by 


thoſe Roguiſh Eyes. * 
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Mrs. Sec. Fie, fic, Mr. Heflor ; theſe _ have 
done nothing but wept fince my good Husband, Z- 
kiel Security, dicd ; — —4 
denly. 1 
es, Suddenly ! Good lack ! Good lack It een 
makes me weep to think ont. 

Mrs. Sec. He died in his Vocation, juſt ſcaling a Bond. 

Val. Ah! Wou'd thou wert with him, fo I had a 
little of thy Money. (4fide.) Hector, fill rother 
Glaſs to Mrs. Security to wath away Sorrow. 3 

Mrs. Sec. O, dear dir, I thank you for your Civility ; 
and you ſhall find me always ready to ſerve you. 

Val. I do believe you, Sec , and have oc- 
caſion to try your Kindneſs. 

Hect. Ay, my Mafter pitch'd upon you. 

Mrs. Sec. He knows he may command me. 

Val. I would borrow fifty Guineas, Mrs. Security, 
which ſhall be repaid —— 

Mrs. Sec. I don't doubt it, Sir, in the leaſt; for 
you know my Wa A Pledge If it be not quite 
double the Value, I won't ſtand with a Friend: And 
it ſhall be as ſafe as my Eyes, that I aſſure you. 

Val. Humph ! 

Heck. Ah, Duce on'r, here's the Sack loft. 

Mrs. Sec. You had your Ring again, Mr. FYalere : 
And I hope you don't miſtruſt me now. 

Val. — No, no, Madam 


ge, Sir? Bleſs me ! What does he mean 
now ? A Pen and Ink, Sir ? 


Val 

Flect. ne land. 

Mrs. Sec. It romiſed good 2 
kiel to be wary me: Yea, and E 


Val. Refuſe my Note ! I ſcorn your Money. 

Hei. I'd have you to know, my Maſter's Note is as 
good as a Bankers ſometimes, when the Dice run. 
we 


5 
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Mrs. Sec. Nay, if you are angry for my fair Deal- 

ing, good morrow to you. 
Hef. O, Impudence ! She calls „ Cem. fair 
— thy ways, but take my Curie along with 
thee. y ſome Town Sharper perſuade that ſancti- 
— dy Face into Matrimony, and in one Night empty all 

y Bags at Hazard. 

Mrs. Sec. Your Wiſhes hurt not me, ill-manner'd 
Fellow. I'd have you to know, if I wou'd marry gain, 
I cou'd have a 

Val. Nay, nay, Miftreſs, if we muſt have none of 
your Money, let's have none of your Impertinence. 

Hef. Be gone, be gone, Woman, be gone. 

[ Puſhes her off. 
Pal. Oh! Deep Reflection vou d I cou'd avoid 
thee: To become the Scoff of mercenary Wretches 
And thro' my own Miſiranagement, reduc'd to baſe 
Necefhry. Oh, Angelica! Til caſt a real Penitent be- 
neath thy Feet. 


And if once more thy Pardon I obtain, 
Love in my Heart ſhall the ſole Monarch reign. 


++++41+++$42+++++++1+4+5$1+$4+++4+4++4 + 
ACT II. 


Enter AnGELICA and Fa vou r. 


Ang. Fter all his folemn Promiſes to quit that 
ſcandalous Vice, when he can hold 
Love upon no other Terms, does he ſtill purſue that 
certain Ruin to his Fame and Fortune? Bur I reſolve 
to baniſh him my Heart, which he has juſtly loft by 
his perfidious Dealing. I feel, I feel m Likeny re- 
turn; and I charge thee, Favourite, ſpeak of him no 


more. 
Fav. 
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Fav. No, no, Madam, fear not me ; I hite him for 
your ſake, Madam : Was he like his Uncle ; there's 
the Man for a Money. | 

Ang. Becauſe you have a large Share of his, I ſup- 
poſe : Old Men muſt bribe high. Name neither to 
me, I hate Mankind. [Exit Favourite, 


Enter Lady W SALTHY. 


L. Heal. Well ſaid, Siſter; I hate Mankind too, 
end yet the Fellows will follow me; but who is the 
Man that has put you out of Conceit with the whole 
Sex ? Falere ? 

Ane The ſame ; no other had ever Power to ſhock 

aiet Nor ſhall he ; for this Moment Ill raze 
him from my Thoughts. 

L. Heal. If ſhe holds her Reſolution, I am happy, 
[Afsle.) That Task may prove more difficult than you 
— Siſter. Come, come, this is a Flight of ſudden 
P , that would fall upon the Sight of Yalere. 

Ang. Y ou miſtake, Siſter, my Reſentment is ground- 
ed upon Reaſon. 

L. Neal. I know he has | ag 12 Cauſe enough: 
But Love is Blind; had a ed me ſo, I ſhould 
have ſuſpected his Reality ſooner. 

Ang. Why, do you think he loves me not? 

L. Neal. It looks with ſuch a Face 

Ang. Why then did he take pains to be reconcil'd ? 

L. Heal. Gallantry, mere Gallantry ; and ſhe that 
cannot diſtinguiſh, often miftakes it for a real Amour. 
Ah, Angelica ! You are but a Novice yet, and don't 
underſtand the Beau- Monde. A Woman ſhou'd al- 
ways ſpeak more than ſhe thinks, and think more than 
Bs writes, or ſhe'll ne'er be upon the Square with 

en. 

Ang. I ſhall neither write nor f. to of em 
for * future, I aſſure you. mn 

L. Neal. And do you poſitively think you cou'd reſiſt 
F alere, if he ſhould come in this Minute: 

Ang. I do, poſitively. 


L. Wal. 
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L. Wal. What, in his moſt moving Air? For you 
know he is Maſter of a falſe inſinuating Tongue: Shou'd 
— I fay, pony? = at your Feet = LA -7 of 

: N ive me, Angelica, or kill me if you 
eaſe; I nor — the Blow, nor firive to —— 
ife by one poor Word-—-l1 love you, and only you: 

Does not your Soul tell you ſo in my Behalf ? Will you 
8 4 i * —_ 

s he, nothi m wipe out my Fault? 
Give ir me Ro caddy; fot now to live is Pain. If 
I have loft you, I have loſt all that's worth my Care. 
Then offers to draw his Sword ; at the Sight of which 
you are melted into Pity, and once again betray'd. Is 
not this true, Angelica ? Ha, ha, ha. 

Ang. I confeſs I have too often been deceiv'd-—-but 
now he ſhall find I am upon my Guard-—and were he 
the only one remaining of his Sex, I wou'd not-—-if I 
know my heart—marry him. 

L. Val. I'm pleas'd to hear your Reſolution ; and 
doubly pleas d to find you Miftreſs of your Paſhon-— 
Tis a Point of Wiſdom to caſhier ſuch Follies as blind 
our Senſe, and make our Judgment err. 

Ang. Tis very true. 

L. Heal. Believe me Siſler— I had rather ſee you 
married to Age, Avarice, or a Fool-—than to /alere, 
—for can there be a greater Misfortune than to marry 
a Gameſter? 

Ang. I know tis the high Road to ry. 

L. tial. And your Fortune being all ready Money 
will be thrown off with Expedition Were it as mine is 
indeed—But are you ſure your Heart is diſengag'd ? 
Ang. Why, do you doubt it ? 

L. Wal. I have a Reaſon, Sifter, that when you 
have ſatisfy d me you ſhall know. 

Ang. Then be ſatisfy'd-—1 will never ſee him more 
— Now the ſecret. 

L. Weal. Why, then know I love him. 

. How ! You! | 
L. Les, I; where's the Wonder? 
Dag. You that ad vis d againſt the Gameſter. 
L. Weak. 


The GAMESTER. 21 


L. Weal. That was for your good Sifter--———2D—Our 
Circumſtances are different——— My Eftate's intail'd 
enough to ſupply his Riots, and why ſhould I nor 
beftow it upon the Man I like ? 

Ang. What in that Mourning Weed refoly'd on Ma- 
trimony, and is your Lord forgot already Did I rake 
ſuch Pains in rubbing your Temples, whilſt Favourite 
apply'd the Har:ſhorn to your Noſe, when the faint- 
ing Firs came thicker and thicker, and was it all but 
Aﬀe&tarion—- And does your dead Husband's Picture, 
that dangles at your Watch there, ſerve only to put 
you in mind of another ? 

L. Leal. And where's the Crime I lov'd him liv- 
ing as much as any Wife, or rather more ; and did 
what Decency required when he died But being free, 
I'm free to chuſe. 

Ano. Then who ſo fit as Loveczell for your Choice, 
whoſc honourable Love has long purſu'd you. 

L. Heal. You are not to direct my Inclination. 

Ang. Nor you mine-— Favourite, [Enter Favourite] 
if Valere comes, I will ſee him-—Taat good you have 
done, _ 1 

Fav. Sce him, Madam a 

Anz. Les, Impertinence. ; Exit Ang. and Fav. 

L. al. Ay, ſee him, if thou wilt, but to little 
— doubt not his return, when once he finds 

ncouragement, tis his Awe has kept him ſilent, not 
that I care much for him neither; but it is the greateſt 
Mort ificat ion in Nature to ſee à handſome Fellow make 
Love ta another before one's Face [Enter Footman. 

Fectm. Madam, the Marquis of Hazard to wait on 
your Honour. 

L. Heal, Pugh, that Fool. [Enter Marquifſs. 

Marg. Hey, let my chree Footmen wait wich my 
Chair there the Raſcals have come ſuch a high Trot 

they've jolted me worſe thin a Hackney Coach 

and I'm in as much Diforder-——-as if I not been 

dreſs'd to Day —Pardon me, Madam, I took the Liber- 
ty to adjuſt my ſelf, ere I approach'd you. 

L. Wal. 
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L. Weal. You are the exact Mode of Dreſs-—but 
Monficur Marquiſs, methinks you are grown perfect in 
our Tongue. 

The Value I have for the Engliſh Ladies, 
made me take particular Pains in the Study Duce 
on't, I ſhall be diſcover'd, if I forget my French Tone 
© Madam, Vous parlex Francois mieux que je parlez 

hois. 
1e Ah, Point de tout Monſieur. 

Marg. But there's no Language like the Eyes, 
Madam—and Tours would ſet the World en Fire. 

L. Weal. O, Gallant. 


Marg. Sixes to the Widow. 


N vain You ſable Weeds put on, 
Clouds cannot long eclipſe the Sun ; 
ure bas plac'd you in a Sphere, 
To give us Day-light all the Year ; 
"Tis well for thoſe 
Of Cupid's Foes, 
That your Beauties thus ſbrouded lie; 
For <yben that Night 
Puts on the Light, 
What Crouds of martyr a Slaves will die 


Sin os to the Gameſter, when he has wor. Money. 


ATR Cclia, ſve is Nice and Cy, 
While ſhe hold the Lucky Lure; 


Repartees are Piſh and Fye, 
And you in vain purſue ber 


Stay but till ler Hand is gut, 
And ſhe becume your Debtor ; 
Addreſs ber then, and without doubt, 
Tow'll ſpeed a great deal better. 


It is the only <vay 
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To purchaſe the courted Favour 
3 I 
And offer her move, 
1'll lay my Life you have ber. 


Marg. I had like to have fought laſt Night, for aſ- 
ferting your Prerogative of Beauty. 

L. Neal. With whom pray ? 

Marg. With Valere, whoſe continual Toaſt was your 
Siſter : I muſt confeſs it has given me a paſſionate De- 
fire of ſeeing her, that I may hereafter with greater 
Aſſurance maintain your Cauſe. 

L. Meal. What would the Fellow have me introduce 
him—My Cauſe don't want your Sword. 

Marg. She's jealous already; if my Footmen ob- 
ſerve my Orders, ſhe'll ſecure me here for fear of 
loſing the Prize. Aide. 

L. Meal. This Fool's doubly my Averſion — now he 
has nam'd my Sifter. Would I were rid of him. 

Marg. Has your Lady ſhip play d at Court this Winter? 

L. Meal. In my Weeds ? 

Marg. Lask your pardon, Madam, but that Beauty 
and Gaiety nothing can eclipſe. Who can look on you, 
and mind your Dreſs ? 

L. Neal. That's well enough expreſt—Bur nothing 
that he ſays can pleaſe me now. 

[Enter Footman, pives à Letter. 

Footm. A Footman in Green, Aenſier, waits for at 
Anſwer. [Exit Footmar. 

Marg. Is this a Time? Let him wait at the Choco- 
late-Houſe at St. James's, an Hour hence ——— Oh, 
Madam, did you know how I languiſh for you 

L. Wal. When did | give you leave to make a De- 
claration of your Love Honſietur pray, read 
your Letter, and give the Lady an Anſwer. 

Marg. J confeſs it comes from a Lady but if 

[Enter another Footman, 

Fiatm. My Lady Gamezwell has ſent three times for 

you, and will not begin to play till you come. 


Aarg. 


24 The GAMESTER. 
Marg. Allez, Vous en Cain Let her ſtay. 


[Exit Footman. 

L. Weal. Infolence ! What does the Fellow mean? 

Marg. Tis the eſt Fatigue in Nature to hold a 
Correſpondence with 1 inence——but your Lady- 
ſhip is the Reverſe of — [Ster another Footman. 

Footm. Sir, the Lady Amorons begs the Honour of 
your Company this Minute; Sir Credulous is juſt gone 
out of Town. 

Marg. La diable t'emporte-—our of my Sight-—Am I 
not engag d 

L. H eal. Engag d! Upon my Word you are not 
What Houſe is the Place you appoint to receive your 
Aſſignations in 
No, upon my Honour, Madam but I pre- 
ſame they have ſearch'd the whole 'Town——and ſee- 
ing my Equipage, at your Door, were fo audacious to 
ſend in their Meſſage bur I'll turn away my Foot- 
men for chis Embaraſſment. 

L. Heal. Pray, let not my Houſe be diftinguiſh'd by 

ou, nor your Equi e for the future l am not to 
us'd fo, (angerly ); Now for a ſet and grave Face to 
put me [Z Lo) more out of Humour if poſſible. 

Love. Yon ſeem in Diſorder, Madam 

L. Wal. Who can be otherwiſe, when People take 
Liberty beyond che Bounds of good Manners ———— 

Love. Who dares in my Lady I ealtly's Houſe ? 

( Looking angerly at the Marquiſs. 

Marg. vm my Soul, Sir, ſhe takes it quite wrong 
r ſhe's ———confoundedly jealous. 

Love. Sir, I am poſitive that Lady cannot be in the 
wrong : and read it in her Looks, your Abſence 
wou'd pleaſe her 

Alarg. Sir 

Love. No Words here, Sir If you wou'd diſpute 
it, Fil meet you when, and where you pleaſe 

Marg. Y our moſt humble Servant— (In à low Voice) 
You ſhall hear from me Hey, hey, who's there 
My Servants—— Madam, as your Ladyſhip ſaid, I'm 
not i be us d thus [ Exit. 

L. Wal. 
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L. Val. Monſieur He's gone, I wou'd not loſe 
the Fop neither 

Love. Gone Madam! fo you wou'd have him, I ſup- 

e. 

Pr Weal. You ſuppoſe ! how dare you ſuppoſe my 
Thoughts——and who gave you this Privilege ia my 
Houſe ? Shortly I ſhall be wiſh'd Joy ; for this is a 
Prerogative above a d ing Lover. 

Lov. | plead no Merit; and my long ſucceſsleſs Love 
aſſures me I have no Power but I underſtood —— 

L. Heal. You underſtood ! Ay, you always under- 
ſtand wrong, Mr. Lovecveil. 

Lov. I do confeſs I wander in the Mazes — ——and 
fill purſue a Brightneſs which I cannot fix To 
pleaſe you has been my long and only Study; wirne ss 
the many Years of awful Servitude I paid your Virgin- 
beauty, and the Pains I felt when I beheld you wedded 
to another: I could not bear the Sight, but in a cruel 
Baniſhment paſs d my unlucky Hours, till Fate in piry ſet 
you free, but all in vain, for till my Portion is Deſpair. 

L. Meal. Ney, if you are running into that grave 
Stuff—I muſt leave yoo, tho in my own Houſe—for I 
have got the Spleen intolerably, and cannot endure ir, 

Lov. No, Madam I'll retire I love roo much io 
diſobey— Only when you reflect on your admiring 
Slaves, think on my Fidelity. (Exit. 

L. ral Thou arc a r conſtant Fool, that's ne 
Truth cut and thou haſt Merit too, I'll ſay that for 
thee but we Women donc always mind chat 
Here comes the preſent Aſcendant ot my Heart 

( Enter Valere. 

Val. Ha, the Widow here now cou'd 1 make her 
my Friend? Now for a ſerious Face————aad an 
Heroick Stile Adam 

L. Weal. dir | 

Val. My Stars ſhed their kindeſt Influence to Day, 
and bleſt me with the Opportunity of finding you alone 
—Pity is eſſential to the Fair, and ought to be exiciwcd 
fo thoſe that fink beneath the Rigour of their Chai 

B L. tal 
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L Wal. Tis the Diverſion of your Sex to complain ; 


I believe Mr. /alere finds few barbarous in ours 
al. None more unfortunate in Love than I, and 
tho* my Heart is breaking, I'm forbid to tell my Pain. 
L. Heal. | hope tis to my Wiſh It may be me he 
means, elſe why this Addreſs She muſt be very cruel, 
that lets you ſigh without Return——ls it in my Power 
to aſſiſt you | 
Val. Oh, Madam, All, All's in your Power —— You 
rule my Fate. 
I. . I eal. Then you ſhall be happy——'tis ſo 
Vil. On my Knees let me receive the Confirmation 
of your Promiſe and ſcal ir here 
(Kneels and kiſſes ber Hand. 


Enter ANGEL1CA. 


"Ang. Ha! kneeling to my Sifter, faithleſs Man 

Val. There, Madam, there's the angry Brow, that 
darts Diſtraction to my Peace: Your Aid to clear that 
Storm is what I ſu'd for 

L. Neal. Inſufferable ill Breeding 

Vat. Oh, Angelica! I caſt me at your Feet. 

Ang. No, back to my Siſter's, there I found you. 

Val. Only to intercede to you 

L. Wal. Falſe, by my Honour, he was making vio- 
lent Love I'll teize her however 

Fal. Making Love; what does ſhe mean ? 

Ang. And you receiv'd it, I ſuppoſe. 

L.. Ii tal. You interrupted me, cer I cou d give my 
An'wer. 

Val. 88 Madam, my Deſign you know 

L. Ii eal. Yes, yes, Mr. Falere, I know your Defign— 
I have not had fo many fighing, dying Lovers, but I 
can gueſs their Deſign 

Val. But mine was 

L. Heal. Oh, fie, don't declare it here You know 
my Siſter has a Paſſion for you——and I wou'd noc ty 
rannize 

Ang. Tis not in your Power 


Val. Oh, the Devi Madam, I own is an Of- 
tence 
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fence to a Lady of your Beauty and Merit, to make a 
Declaration of Love 
L. Wal. Not at all, Sir when one likes the 
Perſon I III conſider ont —— but, hark e, 
do not deceive my Sifter too far, it may be dangerous. 

Ang. Tis not in your Power——or his, to deceive 
me 1 ſee thro” your ſhallow Artifices, and deſpiſe ir. 

L. Val. Thoſe that rely upon their own judgment 
are ſooneſt caught. Siſter Remember, I have 
given you fair Warning (Exit. 

Val. I'm in amaze 

Ang. You need not- I know my Sifter's De 
ſign bur that's not my Quarrel to you 
(Barrel, did I fay } No, I am grown ro a perfect 
deate of Indifference——Quarrels may be reconciled 
but a Man that baſely breaks his Word, and for- 
feits Faith and Honour, 1s not worth our Anger, bur 
deſerves to be deſpis'd. 

al. I do confeis I am a Wretch below your Scorn ; 
I own my Faults, and have no Refuge but your Merry. 

Fav. In the old Sirain again lde. 

F al. If you abandon me, I'm loft for eve rr 
you, and only you, are Miſtreſs of my trace. 

Ang. Your daily Actions contradict your Words 
and ſhows I have no tuch Po er in your car: Did 
you not promile, nay, ſwear you'd never gime again 

Val 1 did, and {or the perjur'd Crime merit your 
erdicts Hate, but you, in piiy, may forgive me 
Oh, --/neelica, ſce at your Feet an hum e Peanut 
knee], who, if not by your Go:uncls reis v. 11 
grow tor ever to his native Soil, 

Anz. You wou'd be pardon'd only to ofJend aga'n. 

Val. Never, never ——Here on this beautecus Hand 
I ſwear, whoſe Touch runs thrilling tro! my Heart— 
and by thoſe lovely Eyes that dart their Fire into my 
Soul, never to diſoblige you more, 

Fav. That Oath haih done the Buſtacſs, 1 ſee by her 
Looks. (4{ide. 

Ang. Riſe YValere——1 differ from my Sex in nu, 1 
wou d not change where once I've given my Hear. it 
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ſſible therefore reſolve to make this laſt Tryal-— 
Paviſh your Play for Love, and reſt ſecur'd of mine. 

[al Oh, tranſport ; let me kiſs thoſe ſoft forgiving 
Lips, the Memory of whoſe Sweetneſs ſhall arm me 
agatiuft Temptation. 

Fav. So — no, my old Man may go hang him- 
ſelf. ( {ſide. 

Val. Cou'd you bur know the anxious Pains I felt, 
the jealous racking Cares that prey'd upon my Soul--— 
when I heard my Uncle was allow'd to tell his Suit 
you'd then have found how dear / alere had priz'd you. 

Ang. What I did was to revenge your Falſhuod—— 
tho' Love's my Witneſs, Dorante's my Averiion——ard 
Jer this Preſent ſhew who tis that reigns triumphant 
in my Hearr. 

Fal. Your Picture! Oh, give ir me, that in the 
Abſence of the dear Original-—I may feaſt my Eyes 
on thar. 

Ang. But mark, Jalere, the Injunction I ſhall lay; 
whilft you keep ſafe this Picture, my Heart is yours-— 
but if thro' Avarice, Carelcflneſs, or Falſhood, you 
ever part with it, you loſe me from that Moment. 

(Gives him the Picture. 

Lal. T agree; and when I do, (kiſirg it) except 
ro yourſelf, may all the Curſes, rark'd with your 
Diſdain, purſue me This, when J look on't, will 
* my Folly, and ſtrike a facred Awe upon my 
Action — 

Fav Tis worth Two Hundred Pounds, a good 
Moveable, when Caſh runs low. (Aide. 

nr Well, I am convinc'd, let a Womm make 
wha: Reſolutions ſhe will, when alone che Sight 
of her Lover will break em. 

Fav. Madam, Mr. Dorante is coming up. 

np. Ill not be ſeen, Adieu. (Exit. 

Fal. My charming Love adieu-—Take care to uel- 
come your genefactor, Mrs. Faveurite; he's a Lover 
ripe wich Diſcretion, Ha, ha, ha, (Enter Dorance.) 
Your Servant Uncle, Ha, ha, ha 

(Halds up the Picture to his Noſe.) (Exit. 
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Dor. This young Rake's Preſence bodes me no good, 
I fear. Mrs. Favourite your Servant Is your Lady 
to be ſpoke wich ? 

Fav. I doubt not, Sir. _—I don't know what ſhe 
is—PFm fure I'm almoſt wild; our Buſineſs is all 
ſpoil'd— /alere is reconcil'd again. 

Dor. Ah, that inſinuating youn N 

Fav. She has juſt now given him her Picture ſer 
round with Diamonds. 

Dor. I thought, indeed, ſomething ſparkled in my 
Eyes——But what's to be done? | 

Fav I know not He has promis'd her to play no 
more; if he keeps his Word we have no hopes; but 
if he breaks it, as I doubt not but he will, Pride and 
Revenge may work her to our Ends-—— You may be 
certain, Sir, Il let flip no Opportunity to ſerve you. 

Dov. I do believe ir and do encourage you to be- 
lieve me grateful——accept of this Ring. 

Fav. Oh, dear Sir, you are too generous II don't 
merit it Pray, excuſe me 

Dor. Nay, I will not be deny'd. 

Fav. Well, Sir, ſince you will have it fo——T'11 not 
fail to move your Sui I'll do my beſt Endeavours, 
F'll affure you; Write, Sir, write, and I'll deliver the 
Letter then let me alone to back it. 

Dor. Lou muſt urge the Largene ſs of my Fortune — 
the Steadineſs of my Temper ; and withal tell her, I 
am not above Two and Forty—l was grey at Thirty, 

Fav I warrant you, Sir Be ſure you exclaim 
againft your Nephew's Gaming. 

Dor. Ay, ay, I'll go write it this Moment——and 
ſend ir preſently. 

Fav. I'll be in the Way to receive it. 


(Exeunt ſeverally.) 
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SCENE Cbanges to Sir Thomas VALII XI“ Houſe. 


Enter Sir Thomas and Hector, with Papers. 


Hect Sir, I have brought you a compleat Account 
of the Debts of my Mafter—l think I have not fo 
ene Farthing ; for, if I miſtake not, you defired to 
know em all, Sir 

Sir Tho. Ay, ay, come read 'em over. 

ict "That 1 will, Sir, in two Words——A true 
T itt of the Debts of Mr. James Valere, which was by 
him contracted wichin the City of London, and Liberty of 
I eſtminſter, which his Father, Sir Thomas Valere, has 

romis'd to diſcharge. 

Sir Tho. If I diſcharge them, or not, is not your 
Buſineſs Go on 

Fee. Tis my Deſign, Sir. In the firft Place then— 
Item, Due to Richard a Fifty- five Pounds, Nine 
Shillings and Ten Pence Half- penny for Five Years 
Wages— and Money disburs'd for Ne i 

Sir Tho. Richard Scrape, who's he ? 

Fle8. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir. (Bows. 

Sir Tho. You, why is not your Name Hector? 

He#. Ay, Sir, that is my Name de Novo My 
Muſter thought ®3chard ſounded too clumſy for a Gen- 
tleman's Valet, and a Gameſter—So Sir he gave me the 
Name of Ic#:r from the Knave of Diamonds. 

Sir Tho. A very pretty Name——T1 admire he don't 
call his Miſtreſs Pallas from tac Queen of Hades 
Bur how Came you fo rich, Sirrah, to be able to lend 
your Maſter Money ? 

Fle#. Why when the Dice has run well, my Maſter 
v ould now and then tip me a Guinea, Sir. 

Sir Tho. And fo you ſupply'd him, when he wanted, 
with his own Money : Oh, Extravagance ! 

Feet. "Vis what many an honeſt Gentleman is drove 
to ſometimes, Sir. 

Sir Tho. More Shame for *em—Go on— 

Fleft. Secondly, Sir, here is due to Jeremy Aaron, 
U furer by Protcfhon, and Jew by Religion. = 

1＋ 
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Sir Tho. Never trouble yourſelf about that, I ſhall 
pay no Uſurer's Debts, I aſſure you. : 

Heck. Then, Sir, here's two hundred Guincas loſt to 

Lord Lovegame, upon Honour. 

Sir Tho. That's another Debt I ſhall not pay. 

Hect. How, not pay it, Sir? Why, Sir, among Gen- 
tlemen, that Debt is look'd upon the moſt juſt of any: 
You may cheat Widows, Orphans, Tradeſmen, without 
a Bluſh—bur a Debt of Honour, Sir, muſt be paid—1 
could name you ſome Noblemen that pay no Body y et 
a Debr of Honour, Sir, is as ſure as their ready Money. 

Sir Tho. He that makes no Conſcience of wronging 
the Man whoſe Goods have been deliver'd for 
his Uſe, can have no Pretence to Honour what- 
ever Title he may wear—Bur to the nexr. 

Hect. Here is the Taylor's Bill the Milliner's, 
_— Shoemaker's, Tavern, and Eating-Houſe, in 
all 300 J. 

Sir Tho. A fine Sum, truly. 

Heck. Ah, Sir, I have not nam'd the Barber, Perri- 
wig-maker and Perfumer, which is 100 l. moreaꝛ 
Beſides, he is in Arrears to Madamoiſelle Margaret de 
la Plant, lately arriv'd from France, with whom he 
covenanted for four Guincas a Week. 

Sir Tho. For four Guineas a Week, for what ? 

He#. Oh, Sir, pardon me there, I never betray the 
Secrets of my Maſter. 

Sir Tho. Four Guineas a Week ! 

Hect. Ay, Sir, and very cheap, conſidering he made 
his Bargain in the M inter und truly I don't know but 
the Woman loſt by ir. 

Sir Tho. You don't Take that, Sirrah 
You ſhan't loſe by it, however—Go, Raſcal, pay your 
Whores and Debts of Honour out of that. 

Fleck. Ay, Sir, they'll never rake this Money of me; 
if you pleaſe, Sir, I ſend em to your Levee, and you 
may pay em yourſolt. 

Sir Tho. Sirrah, I Mall break your Head Go 
get you to the Rake your Maſter ; play, hang, or ſtarve 
together, I care not D-bts, with a Pox ; Gamire, 

B 3 Drinking, 
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＋ v 
 Power—l1 hope, Sir, fince Fortune has been fo kind 
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Drinking, Wenchine, rare Debts to bring into a Court 
of Chancery—— You, O Lud, O Lud, O Lud-—— 
Bring me ſuch a Bill of Debts, Rogue: Mercy on me, 
tiiat chere can be ſuch Impudence in the World —O, 
I have much ado to forbear thee——Me ſuch a Bill of 


Dubs ——— 
[Exit. 


He# So, our Affairs go backwards I find. Honeſt 
R< ard, Puience, I lay ; go ſeck thy Maſter our. 


Fortune may change, and give a lucky Main: 
And what undid us, ſet us up again. 


ACT III. 


H Acro folus. 
Hect. ere can my Mafter be now—— I ſhould 
\ \ J 5 y 


uſpect he were at play - but that I know 

be has no Money Sure this ol4 Dad of his will 
open his Purte-S:rings once more, if he's reconcil'd to 
Angelica: | long to know what Succeſs he meets with. 
O, nere he comes 
[Enter Valere evith bis Hat under his Arm, 

full of Money, be counting it 

I waited on your Father, according to Order, Sir, with 


a Liſt of your Debts —--- and the generous old Gen- 


tleman—I thank him, gave me more than I expected 
Hey-day, he minds me not Ah, I doubt we are 
No Hopes of Angelica 
Fil. Five hundred fifty ſeven Guineas and a half. 

Heck. Ha! what do I fee! The Plate Fleet's ar- 
By what Miracle fell theſe Galleons into our 


Fai. A Curie of 11] Luck 


(St Had I but 
wy held 
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held in the laſt Hand, I ſhould have had 300 Guincas 
more of my Lord Dukes beſides what I berred. 

[Walks about. 
HeS. I am overjoy d, Sir, at your good Fortune 


Bur as I was ſaying, Sir 

Val. But hold, my Lord Lovegame owes me 200 upon 
Honour: Tis pretty well——1 have not made an ill 
Morning's Work on't. 

Heck. There's no ſpeaking to him 

Fal. Ah! there's no Muſick like the Chink of Gold 
By Fove this Sound is ſweeter in my Ear — chan all the 
Aargaretta's in Eurote Ha ! Hector, where come 
you from, vSirrah ? 

Hect. Came, Sir—Why I was here before you—Bur 
Fortune's golden Mift conceal'd me from your Sight— 
Sir, I congratulate your good Succeſs —- ut how ! 

Val. Ay, tis Succe's, indeed, if thou knew'ſ al! 
Honeſt a: k Sharper lent me Five Guinezs, to pay him 
Ten if Luck run on my Side. I have diſcharg'd my Pro- 
miſe, ano brought off a Thouſand clear. 

Heck. Huzza Why, you're a made Man 

Val. And we meet again at Five, where I deſign to 
win a Thouſand more, Boy. 

Hect. Ay, but if you ſhould loſe all back, Sir. 

Val. Impoſhble. This is a lucky Day—-.-zn7etica and 
I are rcconcil d my Faults forgiver, #2d ail my 
Wiſhes crown'd, Hector LVeging the Picture. 

Hef. Bleſs my Eyc-lighi—A Picture ict ain Dias 
monds—— Nay then, Hector, chear vp for nc Ihe 
bad Times will mend. (Sines.) Why row a big for 
your Father's Kindueſs; you arc able io pay your Lebts 
yourſelf, Sir 

Val. A Pox on thee for naming 'em Thou haſt 
given me the Spleen—Pay my Debts, quacka—The 
bare Word is enough to turn all my Luck. 

Hect. Say you fo, Sir! Is paying Debis unlucky then? 

Val. Ay, ceraalnly ; the moſt unlucky Thing i the 
World. 

Hect. Humph—I now find the Reaſon why Quality 
Rate to pay their Debis—— A duce on't, I with I had 
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known as much this Morning. I wou'd not have paid 


the Cobler for hecl-piccing my Shoes For aught 
I know ic may be a Guinea on: of my Way; for my 
Matter does not uſe to be fo flow Sir, now you 
zre in Stock, Sir, it you pleaſe to put my Wages into 
1 * Ens it Mall be very ſafe in Bank againſt 
you wan: !t 

/ a!, The Devil's in the Fellow—Speak one Word 
more of paying Debts, Sirran—and Vil cut your Ears 
eft—1 ſhall have no Occation to borrow—and my 
Father wil pay your Debt amorgft the reſt 

Fe:t. Fie won't pay a Soaſe, $Sir——He broke my 
Hcad ar the very Sight of the Lift 

al. Ay, that was in his Paſſhon—There's a Plaiſter 
for that Wound [Gives im a Guinea. 

H-ct. Sir, Your moſt humble Servant! find we 
middling People are out of the Quality's Latitude — 
Payi:s Debrs are only unlucky to Gentlemen Sir, 
pr, Sir, give me leave to offer one Thing to your ſe- 
riows Cin Hderation. 

Fal. ] bar Debts 

Fier t. Not 3 Word of that, Sir. 

[al On: » ith it then. 

Jet That you'd lay by 500 J. of that Money againſt 
2 Ray Day. 

['z! but tuppaſe I ſhould have more ſet me than I 
can anſwer. 

Ft. "Tis bit ſending for it, at worſt. Sir. 

Val So blk my Rand in the mean Time—and loſe 
tie wiring of a Fleyfind-—No, no; there's nothing 
like ready Mency to nick Fortune. 

Felt. Al, Sir, but you Know ſhe has often jilted 
you; ant world i: not be errer :o have a little Pocket- 
money {ecure— Par by bur 200 Sir | 

Ha! ſce who 


I's! Well, Vil confider on't 


kre cl, 
le: A Duan, T warrane. 
Fai |, ave io. a Farthing of Maney, remember at, 
Sir ral [Pts up bis Leney ha . 
tle.t. Lying b 4 thriving Voecatio... 
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Enter Galloon a Taylor, and My;. Topknot a Milliner. 


Val. Ha! Good-morrow to you Good-morrow 
to you, Mrs. 7 optnot : Mrs. Jop not, you are a great 
Stranger; why don't you call and ſee me ſomerimes ? 

Mrs. Topk. Indeed, Sir, I call very of en tho I have 
not had the good Fortune to ſee you—for you was ſtill 
aſleep, or gone abroad. 

Val. I am ſorry ir fell out ſo. Well, have yon 
brought your Bill ? 

Mrs. Topk. Yes, Sir. (Gives him her Bill.) I hope 
you lik'd your laſt Linnen, Sir. 

Val Very well. 

Gal. Sir, I beg the Favour of you 

Hect. I muft not let tu o faſten upon him at once 


Mr. Galkon, a Word with you—Y ou always make my 
Cloachs too little for me. 


Gal. I am ſorry for that. 


Hect. My Breeches are Seam- rent in Three or Four 
Places. 


Gal. I'll take care 

Hect You ſew moſt abominably flight. 

Mrs. Topk. We are about marrying our Diughter. 

Val | hope yeu have provided a good Matchi; for 
ſhe is very hand tome, Falch. 

Mrs. Topk. The Girl is not deſpiſcable -The Man is 
very well to paſs in the World; bu: the ſmall Forcure 
we delign for her, mult be paid down upon the Nail 
Therefore, Sir, I intreat you to help ie to my Money, 
if poſſible. 

Vat. It it was poſſible, I wou'd, Mrs. Tepknot ; and 
am heartily ſorry that it is not in my Power. 

Mrs. Topk. It is a Debt of a long Standing, Mr. J 
lere; and | muſt not be ſaid nay. 
al. I know it is; but upon Honour I can't pay you 
now. 

Mrs. Topk. Let me have ſome, if you can't pay me 
all Ten Guineas at preſent wou'd do me ke 
Service. 
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val May I fink if I have ſeen Five theſe Six Months. 

Fect. That he has not, to my Knowledge. 

Gal. Pray, Sir, conſider me, if ic be never fo ſmall ; 
my Wife is ready to lye in, and Coals are very dear, 
ard Journeymens Wages muſt be — 

e 


Hat Why, the Devil's in the Fellow! Wou'd you 
have a Man pay what he has not ?—W hat Buſineſs had 
you to get Children, w i;hout you had Cabbage enough 
to maintain em? 

Val. Hector No Invention? (.4fide to Hector. 

Gal. When will you be pleas d that I ſhall call again, 
Sir ? 

Val. When you pleaſe. 

Gal I' call To-morrow, Sir. 

Val. Wich all my Heart. 

Gal. Do you think, Sir, you can let me have ſome, 
if I ceme ? 

al. Not that I know of. 

Het. No, nor I netther——Hark ye, when he has 
Money, II bring you Word. 

Mrs Jepk. Dont tell me; I won't go out of the 
Hers vi nout Money. 

Tal. Wich ail my Hear. Hector] No Stratagem to 
ſave we from theſe Leaches. (Aſide to Hector. 

Flect Then you mutt een lie wich my Mafter, or me; 
fur nere arc no pure Beds Let me adviſe you to make 
Ne; youll have yu: Money ounce than you 
thi d for— Your Ear [ Whiſders. 

Mrs. Zope, To be marry'd, fay you ? 

Ga!. Ara io Madam Angelica, the great Fortune? 

Feet. Tie lame. 

Nry Fenk. I with you Joy, Sir——Pray recommend 
me :6 your Ludy, for Glov:s, Fans, and Ribbons. 

Gal. 1 hope, Sir, I ſhall have the Honour to make 
your Wendung Suit. : 

Fol hat you hall, I promiſe you——Tne Rogue 
has 713: .en'T. : | Lide. 

Ns. But will this Match be ſpecdy, Sir ? 

al. J haze fo. 

Gal. Jo- nor row, Sir? 


Hect. 
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Hect. Or next Day — but we muſt intreat your Ab- 
ſence at preſent——for my Maſter expects his Father 
with the Lady's Truſtees, in order to ſettle the Affair 
and if you are ſeen, it may ſpoil the Buſineſs. 

Mrs. Topk. Well, well, well, I go, I go, —(Runs « 
little Way, and turns.) You'll put your Maſter in mind 
of me ? 

Fleet. Ay, ay. 

Gal. And me too pray. 

Flect I'll do your Buſineſs I'll warrant you; Go, go, 
go. begone, one, begone,——( Pujhes em out) 
—-There Sir, I have brought you off once more: Here's 
two or three Days reſpite however. 

Lal. Why then there's two or three Days of Peace 
—for theſe are the molt difagreeable Companions a 
Gentleman can meet with I dine at the Rummer, 
where you'll find me if you want me. I promis'd to 
viſit Argelica again to Night, but fear 1 hall break 
my Mord. 

Fect. And will you prefer Play before that charm- 


ing Lady ? 


Val. Not before her—bur I have given my Parole 
to ſome Men of (Quality, and I can't in Honour diſap- 
point cm. 

Het. Ah, What a jugler's Box is this Word Ho- 
nour It is a kind of a Knight of the Poſt— That will 
ſu ear on eicher Side for Intereſt I find—Bur, Sir, had 
you not better make fure Work on't; marry the Lady 
vw hilt ſhe's in the mind, left Fortune wheel about and 
throw you back ag in. 

/ al Marry her, ſay'ſt thou——T am not reſolv'd if I 
ſhall marry or nor. ; 

Hect. High day! Why I thought it had been what 
you deſired above all Things But I find your Pocket 
and your Heart ſtill runs counter. 

Lal. No, Sirrah ; | love the charming Maid as much 
7 ever: Love her from my Soul— But then I love 

iberty. 

Pect And what ſhou'd hinder you from enjoying it 

Val. Ah, Hector, I I marry her, I muſt fortake my 
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dear Diverſion (pullins out a Box and Dice) which to me 
is the very Soul of Living; tis che genteeleſt 
Way of pathng one's Time, every Day produces ſome- 
thing new Who is happier than a Gamefter ; who 
more reſpected, I mean thoſe that make any Figure in 
the World? Who more carcis'd by Lords and Wh: 
Or whoſe Converſation more agreeable -W hoſe 
Coach finer in the Ring—Or Finger in the Side Box 
produces more Luftre—W ho has more Attendance from 
the Drawers,-or better Wine from the Maſter, 
or nicer ſervid by the Cook In ſhort, there is an 
Air of Magnificence in't, a Gameſter's Hand is the 
Philoſopher's Stone, that turns all ic rouches into Gold. 

Hect. And Gold into nothing. 

Val. A Gentleman that plays is admitted every where 
Women of the ſtricteſt Virtue will converſe with 
him. for Gaming is as much in Faſhion here as tis 
in France, ard our Ladies look upon it as the height of 
ill Breeding, not to have a Pafhon for Play: Oh! The 
charming Company of half a Dozen Ladies, wich each 
a Diſh of Tea to behold their languiſhing Ogles 
with their Eyes, their raviſhing white Hands, io hear 
the delicious Scandal which they vent between each Sip, 
juſt piping hot from Invention's Mint, wherein they 
ſpare none, from the Stateſman to the Cit —and damn 
Plays before they are acted, eſpecially if the Author be 
unknown.—This ended, the Cards are call'd for. 

Flect. And open War proclaim'd—and every Cock- 
boat proves a Privateer. 

Fel. Our Engagements are not fo terrible,—wich 
us Revenge reaches no farther than the Pocket. 

Hect. No more don't a Highwayman,—and yet the 
World thinks both Lives equally immoral. 

Val. None of your Similes, Sirrah, do you hear ?— 
Where is the Immorality of Gaming ow I think 
there can be rothing more moral It unites Men of 
all Ranks, —the Lord and the Peaſant—the haughty 
Dutcheſs and the City Dame, The Marquiſs and the 
Footman, all wichout Diſtinction play together. 
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And ſure that Life can ne er offenſive prove, 
That teacheth Alen ſuch peaceful 2 of Love. 


Hect. The Marquiſs of Hazard, Sir 
al. The Marquiſs of Hazard, what wants he 


Enter MazqQui1ss. 


Marg. Do you hear; do you wait with my Chair at 
the Corner of the Street, for Ivo be incognito. 

Flect. What does he pretend ro? 

Mar I preſume, Sir, your Name is Falere. 

al. I don't remember I ever had any other, Sir. 

Marg. Sir I ſhould take it as an ex r ordinary Fa- 
vour, it you'll be pleas'd to command the Abſence of 
your / alet de Chambre. 

Lal. Be gone. (Exit Hector. 

Marg. Now, Sir, do you know who Jam: 

[al I think, Sir, I never had the Honour of your 
Acquaintance. 

Marg. .illoeen Cirage, puſh him home, he ſeems 
daunted already; (Aſde.) Sir, I have made the Tour 
of Europe, and have had the Reſpect paid to me in all 
Courts, chat became my Quality; In Spain ] kept 
Company wirh none but Arch-Dukes, in France with 
Princes of che Blood, and fince I have been here, 
I have had rhe Honour to ſup or Dine with molt of the 
great People at Court. 

Fel. Why fo hot, Str ? 

Varg. And, Sir, my Perſon is not more known than 
my Valour I have tought a Hundred Duels, and 
never fail'd ro kill or wound without receiving 
the Jea!t Hurt myſelf. 

al You hat very good Luck truly, Sir,. What 
does the Elockhead aim at? ( Aſide. 

Marg Sir, Fortune owes my Life Protection, tor 
fake of the noble Race from whence | ſprung my 
Father's Grandiacher's great Grandfather was V ice-Roy 
of Naples. 5 

6 al. 


w | 
— — _ 1 *f 
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Val. Oh! One may ſce that in your Air, Sir. 

Marg. Now, Sir, there is a certain Lady that has a 
Paſſion for my Perſon, not that I am in Love with 
her: Only Gratitude, and I am inform id by her 
Woman, that you make your Addreſſes there; now, 
Sir, I ſuffer no Man beneath. my Quality to mix his 
Pretenſions with mine. 

Val. The Lady's Name, Sir ? 

Marg. The Lady Wealthy. 

Val. You are miſinform'd upon my Word, Sir; that 
Lady is at your Service for me. 

Marg. That Declararion comes not from your Heart 
your Encomiums on Angelica laſt Night ſerv'd only 
ro conceal your Love from me. 

Val. So far from that, I did not know you 'till you 
had left the Room. 

Marg. Sir, I ſay you muſt not pretend to vie with 
Quality. 

"- I know the Diſtance Fortune has put berween 
us, Sir. 

Marg. Then pray obſerve it, Sir ;  —don': think 
every Fellow we condeſcend to play with, fit Compa- 
nions for us Men of (Quality. 

Val. (Cocking bis Hat) Fellow, Sir —— — 

(1 ayine his Hand en his Sword. 

Marg. Yes, Fellow, Sir. tie has a Heart, I find, 


Til moderate * Paſſion. (Aſide. 
Val. You will have it then, I ſee. ( Draws. 


Moy No, upon my Word, Sir, I was in Jeſt all the 
While. 

Val. But J am in earneſt, Sir, —and therefore draw 
—— W har, does the Courage of your Royal Ance ſtors, 
Vice-Roys of Naples, fail you ? 

Marg. Sir, I made a Vow never to kill another Man, 
and therefore pray put up, you have given me as 
much Satis tat ion as I defir'd,—I thirſt for no Revenge. 

Val. Sir, I am not to be trifled with, the Wine is 
drawn, and you ſhall drink. (Laps bim. 


Euter 


l r 1 


* — 1 . 2 
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Enter Huc tor. 


Hect. Hey! what's the Matter? 

(lays bold of the Marquiſs, who draws. 

Marg. Ha | Company! Nay, then — Sir, this is too 
much to bear. 

Hect. Hold, hold, Sir, hold, what do you do ? 

Lal. Ay, ay, prithee let him go, he is not ſo dan- 
gerous as thou imagin'it Flector, —Ha, ha, ha. 

4 Hect. Why then let him go,-—there, Sir, I have 
one. 

Aarg. I ſhall find a Time, Sir. 

. Val. To be kick'd—you have been us'd too civily 
ere. 

Hect. A Time ! For what, for what the Devil do you 
come into our Nation, to crow over us—lI believe we 
_ find a Time this Campaign bs wa you better 

anners—your capering Country is fatter for Dancing- 
Mafters hon — ha, ha. 

Marg. It ſuirs not wich my Quality to anſwer the 
Impertinency of a Valet Monſieur adicu—previs 
gard unt aut ne fois. (Exit. 

Val. Coxcomb below Reſentment,.——(iooting on bis 


Watch) I have out- ſtaĩd my Time. 


Now Fortune be my Friend, I'll ask no more, 
One lucky Hour may double all my Store. 
Hect. Or make you Bankrupt as you was before. (Ex. 


SCENE Changes : Enter Lady WAT TAT ſola. 


L. Weal. Which Way ſhall I contrive to diſappoint 
my Siſter's Wiſhes ? Now wou'd I give Half my Eftare 
to feed my Vanity. Oh, that I cou'd once bring / alere 
within my Power, I'd uſe him as his Ill Breeding de- 
ſerves; I'd reach him to be particular. He has pro- 
mis d Angelica to play no more: I fancy that proceeds 
from his Want of Money, rather than Inclination. 
—If 1 cou'd be ſure of tha—I Il try however. — 

| * 
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Project takes, I ſhall again break their Union——and 
if I can't ſerve my Pride, I ſhall at leaft difturb their 
Peace; and either brings me Pleaſure. (Sits down 
and writes.) Now how ſhall I convey this to his 
Hands—Ir is not proper to fend any of my own Ser- 
vants—V ho's there? 


Enter Ars. BET *. 


Betty. Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam ? 
L. Wal. Ay, get me a er. 
Betty. A Porter! Madam: Robin, John, and Nicho- 

Jas are all within. 

L. Wal. And what then ? Do as I bid you. 

Betty. What can ſhe want with a Porter ! —I am 
reſolv'd ro warch. [Exit. 

L. Neal. Tis better being confin'd to a Deſart, 
where one never ſees the Face of Man than not to 
be admir'd by all. (Enter Porter.) Here, carry this to 
Mr. / alere: Do you know him ? 

Port. Yes, an't pleaſe your Honour, very well. 

L. M tal. Go, bring me an Anſwer then. [Exit. 


Enter LovsE WELL. 


Ha! Lovewvell : I muſt avoid his Preſence, left he dif. 
cover this Intrigue—He'll be alarm d at the Sight of a 
Porter in my Lodging Beſides, my Soul reſents the 


Il Treatment I have given him -— He indeed merits 
better Uſage——But I know not how, I cannot reſolve 
on Marrimony. [Exit. 


Lov. Gone Am I then ſhunn'd like peſtilential Air 
—yet doom'd to doat upon her cold Indifference 


On ! Give me Patience, or J burſt with Rage—There 
muſt be more than her bare Temper in't She loves 
Ay, there's the Cauſe—— Oh ! the racking Thought: 
By all the Powers, it fires each vital Part, and with a 
double Warmth ſtrikes every active Senſe. 


Hear 


The GAMESTER. 43 


Hear me, ye Pow'rs— And if you e er deſion 

To make this dear, this ſeornful Beauty mine, 

Grant in the Lieu—I may my Rival meet, . 
And throw bim gaſping at his Lady's Feed. [Exit. 


Enter ANGELICA, and FavourilTE with a Letter in 
her Hand. 


Ang. I ſhall not open it, indeed—If you venture to 
receive Letters again, without my Leave, I ſhall diſ- 
charge you from your Attendance, Mrs. Favourite. 

Fav. I do it for your good, Madam. 

Ang For my good ! Impertinence—Am I to be go- 
vern'd by thoſe I may command ? 

Fav. In ſpite of all that I can do, I ſhall loſe my Sa- 
Jary : For when he finds the Cauſe go backwards, he'll 
fee no more. [4ſide. 


Enter Dos Ax r R. 


ng. So, he's here too, by your Appointment, I ſup= 


e. 

Dor. May I venture to approach the Rays of that Di- 
vinity, which dart into my Soul an impetuous Flame ? 

Ang. O dear Sir, there's a Fire in the next Room, 
whoſe Flames will warm you better than my Beauty, 
I believe. 

Fav. Well, really, Madam, I think Yalere cou'd not 
have expreſs'd himſelf finer. 

Ang. Ceaſe your odious Compariſons—-Mr. Dorante, 
might I adviſe you, make your Addreſſes ro my Wo- 
man I'm ſure you'll meet a kind Reception; ha, ha, ha. 

Dor. Your Woman, Madam ! I thought a Perſon of 
your Rank knew how to treat a Gentleman better. 

Ang. And I thought a Perſon of your Years might 
have underſtood better, than to make Love to one of 
mine. 

Dor. My Years, Madam! I'm not fo old —Can I 
help my being in Love wich you ? - = 
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Ang. No more can Favourite being in Love with you. 

Fav. You are always witty upon me, Madam-—-I'd 
have her to know I love a young Fellow as well as 
herſelf. LAlide. 

Dor. Tis for my extra t Nephew that I am de- 
ſpis d; that complicated Piece of Vice, whoſe head- 
frong Courſes, and luxurious Life, will ruin both your 
Peace and Fortune. I ſaw him a little while ago enter 
one of thoſe Schools of Poverty, a Gaming-Houſe in 
St. Martin Lane. 

Ang. Dis falſe. 

Fav. Nay, Madam, I dare ſay tis true Vonder 
goes his Man ; III call him and convince you. 

[Exit, and re- enters with Hector. 

Ang. He cannot be fo ungrateful, after my laſt Fa- 
vours.Flector, where's your Maſter ? 

Hect. Wherce'er his Perſon is-——-his Heart is with 
your Ladyſhip, Mad:m ; I dare anſwer for him. 

Ang. That's foreign ro my Queſtion ; where is he? 

Dor. Yes, yes, he's a fit Perſon to enquire of truly. 

Hect. So I am, Sir: For Nobody knows my Maſter's 
Out-goings and his In-comings better than my ſelf. 

Ang. Come, you ſhall tell me Dorante ſays he ſaw 
him go into a Gaming-Houſe. 

Hect. Diſcover'd-—=Nay then I muſt bring him off 
Why, that is true, Madam. 

Ang Perfidious ! 

Hect. But, Madam, it is to take his Leave, upon my 
Word—He's gone to play, with a Deſign to play no 
more. 

Fav. Now, Madam, who was in the right ? 

Ang Is it pofhble a Man can be fo baſe ! 

Dor. There are Men, Madam, that ne'er were guilty 
of ſuch Crimes. 

Hect. But, Madam, you won't hear me- my Maſ- 
ter is making all the Speed he can to put himſelf in a 
Condition to keep his Word with you: He is ſhaking 
his Elbows, rattling the Box, and breaking his Knuc- 
kles for Haſte—He has ſent me Poſt for his laſt Auxili- 
ary Guincas, which when he has thrown off, he'll lay 
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himſelf at your Feet, with full Reſolution never to 
touch Box or Dice more. 

Ang. A likely Matter, — . 

Hect. So it is, Madam For he'll put it out of his 
Power to offend again. : 

Dor. Till he has a new Recruit. 

Hect. Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. 
I muſt fly; for my Maſter will think every Hour Seven 
til} I'm there. [Exit. 

Dor. Now, Madam, are you convinc'd—Will you 
yet accept a Heart devoted only to your Charms? 

Ang. No more of your Fuſtian——'tis unſeaſonable; 
don't provoke me to uſe you worſe than good Manners 
will how: I reſpe& your Age, but hate your 

Dor. Well, ſcornful Maid, take up with your Game- 
fer do: You'll be the firſt that repents it. And fo 
farewel. [Exit. 

Ang. O, my too conſtant Heart! canſt thou ſtill 
hold the Image of this faithleſs Man — And yet me- 
thinks I'd fain reclaim him I'll try the laſt Excremity. 


For when from Ill a Proſelite cve gain, 

The Goodneſs of the Act recvardi the Pain: 
But if my honeſt Arts ſucceſsleſs prove, 

To make the I ices of his Soul remove, 

J dier rid me from this Tyrant Love. 


IFTICIIIILIIIEIILIIIIIIIIIATIIIIAICILIIIIIIECIE 


ACT IV. 


Enter Vatkte <with a Box and Dice in his Hand, as 
from Play to a Porter —BETTv liſtening. 


Betty O; thus far I have follow'd this Porter: Here 
Til obſerve who he wants-——T'm ſure tis 
againſt the Intereſt of Mr. Lvewell. 
Val. From a Lady, ſay'ft thou ? and muſt be de- 
liver'd into my own Hand 
Betty. 
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Betty. As I imagin'd. 

Val. Prithee, Fellow, doſt know what *tis to inter- 
rupt a Gameſter, when his Fortune's at Stake Seven 
or Eleven have more Charms now than the brighteſt 
Lady in the Kingdom — (Opens the Letter.) Reads — 
Humph.—- Purſuant to what I told you before Angelica, 
that a Declaration of Love would not be diſagreeable, 
1 confirm my Wirds in a Golden Shower-—— Tis what 
1 believe moſt acceptalle to a Man in your Circumſtan- 
ces. Well gueſs d, e Faich. A Bill for One Hun- 
dred Pounds payable at Sight——Monſficur le Porter, 
_ very humble Servant Tell the Lady, I am 

er's molt obedĩently It requires no other Anſwer, 
till I fly myſelf to return my Thanks. 

Port. Les, Sir. (Exit Porter. 

Val What muſt I do now ? prove a Rogue, and be- 
tray my Friend Love cet I accept this Preſent, [ 
muſt make my Returns in Love; for when a Witow 
parts with Money, "tis eaſy to read the valuable Con- 
ſide ration ſhe expects: But then .Zngelica, the Dear, 
the Faichful Maid But then a Hundred Guineas, the 
dear tempting Sight! Ha, Lovewell! thou com'ſt in 
good Time; for my Virtue's ſtaggering. 


Enter LovEWELL. 


Lov. J have been ſeeking you all the Town over. 

Val. And what News ? Thou hat a very love-lick 
— : The Widow has w'd thee ſcurvily, I 

now. 

Lov. Beyond all Bearing ——/ alere, thou ever wert 
my Friend; prithee inſtruct m:—tielp to find the cur- 
fed Rival our Tis not the Fool Marquis, I'm con- 
vinc'd ; but ſome lurking Villain, ſome Wretch un- 
worthy of her Charms-—elſe her Vanity wou'd ne'er 
conceal him, | 

Val. Hold, hold, Friend: You run on a little too 
faſt-—W hat wou'd your Mightineſs do now, ſuppoſing 
you diſcover'd this deteſted Rival? 

Lov. I'd force him to renounce her; or loſe my Life, 
and leave her free. | Vai. 
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Val. Why then I have ſuch a Reſpect for thisGentle- 
man, that I muſtpreſerve him from yourLyon-like Fury. 

Lov. Ha! Do ft thou know him then—Oh ! I charge 
thee by our paſt Years of Friendſhip, and by my Peace 
of Mind, which this cruel Woman takes eternally away, 
tell me but who he is; deſcribe him to me: Is he 2 
Gentleman ? 

Val. Yes, Faith. | 

Lov. And handſome ? 

} al. The Ladies think fo 

Loy. Tell bur his Name, that my Revenge may reach 
him. Halt thou a Friend more dear than 1?—No, no; 
thy Companions are no Friends: Gameſters and Pro- 
Higazes——whom in thy reflecting Hours I know thou 
hateſt ——She is not fit for one of theſe. 

Lal. The Spark is a little given to Gaming, I con- 
feſs—yet holds his Noſe as high as your Widow, I can 
tell you that. 

Lov. Prichee trifle no longer with me——nor do not 
jeſt with Pains like mine. 

Lal. Do you know her Hand? 

Lov. Death! does ſhe write to him ? 

al. Theſe Credentials will confirm ſhe does. 

[Gives I im ber Letter with the Bill. 

Lov. Confuſion to thee And a Bill for Money-— 
Away, it cannot be By Hell, the Company thou 
keep'lt has taught thee to be a Villain: Thou haft 
abus'd her Honour, which I «ill juſtify. Draw. 

al. Here's a Rogue now—-— M hen 1 have withſtood 
a Temptation wou'd have ſhook a Hermit he'd cur 
my Throat for not taking his Miltreſs from him—Well, 
theſe Romantick Lovers are whimſical 'Things-—Hark 
ye, Charles, I believe you know { am no Coward, and 
if your fighting Fit remains on you till To-morrow 
Morning—l'll meet you when and where you pleaſe ; 
but I am engag d now—as you may ſee. Farewel— 

[E xit, ſhewing him the Box, &c. 

Lov. What Man, but wou'd for ever ſcorn, deſpiſe 
this falſe Ingrate—But I'm a Slave to Love, and bound 

with 
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with ſuch a Chain, no Injuries can break Something 
muſt be done; but what I know not. LE xit. 


Mrs. BzrTy comes forwards. 


Betty, So; my Lady has brought herſelf into a fine 
Premunire. Well, I'm glad I heard this; and hope 
to make ic turn to Mr. Lovezwell's Advantage--—who is 
a generous Man, and deſerves a Counteſs. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to Lady Wz atTay's Lodgings. 
Lady W EALTHY ſola. 


L. Heal. So; thus far I'm ſacceſsful : The Porter 
ſays he was tranſported with the Letter, and will in- 
ſtantly be here Who's there? (Enter Footman.) Bid 
my Woman come hither. 

Footm She's not within, Madam. 
L. Heal How, not within! 
Footm. Here ſhe comes. 


Enter BE TT. 


L. Neal. Hey! where have you been to put your- 
ſelf in this Heart ? 

Betty. Speaking to a Relation, Madam. 

L. A tal. A Relation; ſure tu as a warm Conference 
has lett ſuch Signs on't in your Cheeks-—Ser my Toy- 
ler — I'll throw theſe mournful Blacks away-—adorn'd 
in chearful White, receive and charm my Hero. 

2 Mr. Lovecvell, Madam ? 

L.#al. No, Fool : When did you ever ſce me dreſs 
at an old Lover? He's mine, ſecurely mine: But Ja- 
lere, the Gay, the Rover, the unconquer'd Rambler ; 
he, he alone deſerves my Care. 

Betty. Madam, might 1 preſume to ſpeax 

L. #eal. Your Nonſenſe freely; I am in a good 
Humour, and can bear ir all. 

Betty. 
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Betty. Then /alere is the moſt ungrateful-—and Mr. 
Loveevell the moſt accompliſh'd of any Man breathing. 

L. Weal. Ha, ha, ha: And this is your Speech 
Lovewell is beholden to you truly; and Mr. Valere 
ſhall know his Friend. 

Betty. | hate him, Madam : And you have Reaſon. 

L. Bal. Peace. I find I gave you too much Liberty. 


Enter a FooTMAN. 


Footm. Madam, a Letter for your Ladyſhip. 

L. Feal. Humph ! from Lovewell I know the Hand; 
ſome Compliment, ſome diſmal Madrigal, or tedious 
Dirty, in worſe Proſe, I am ſure. (Opens it) Ha, my 
own Bill ! What means this—— adam Ion bate 
beſtowed your Favours unworthily : Not<vith ſtanding this 
Preof, I <vonld have fonobt, defended you beyond Demonſtra- 
tion ; but your new Choice declin d the Sword-—— and that 
Love I fo long languijh'd for. 


Your Neglected, Injur'd ; but till Faichful 
| LOVEWELL. 


Baſe Travtor! Is this a Man of Honour ? this the Re- 
turn to my Advances — Ic is impoſhble-—He has way- 
laid the Porter, brib'd him, and decciv'd me. 

Betty. Indeed he has not, Madam. 

L. #eal. Why, know you aught of this? 

Betty. Yes, I can tell you all—if you will promiſe to 
in erpret for the Good of him who loves you truly. 

L. Hal. Come in, and let me hear the Story If 
Falere has triumph'd o'er my Weakneſs, and expos'd 
my unrequeſted ly— 


Such a Repulſe may fix this and ring Heart; 
And conſtant Love - meet its due Deſert. ; (Going.) 


C Enter 
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Enter the ManxqQu1ss. 


— Turn back, bright Fair, and liſten to an Ac- 
tion glorious as Conde, Luxembourg, or Feſs, or any 
He that ever grac'd the Field. 

L. al. More Plagues -I begin to grow weary of 
this Train of Fools—Pray, make your Story ſhort, Sir. 

Marg. I'll be as conciſe as the Heroic Deed——/ eni, 
Fidi, Fici, as Ceſar (aid. 

L. Ii cal. Over whom was this Conqueſt ? your Foot- 
man and your Taylor? 

ag. No, Madam, over my Rival, /alere. 

L. i Ha! where meet you that Report? | 
Karg. Every where The World ſays you are in 
Love with him—'Tis all the Diſcourſe at the Chocolate- 

Fiouſe. 
I Wial Confuſion ! 1 am become ſo wretched--—I 
ſhall be ſung in —_ beet for 5 

Marg. Having a profound Re - 
2— flew I to his Lodgin — 71 had 2 
ſooner enter d, but the Memory of your Wrong —ſet 
the ſtormy Marks of Anger on m 13 faid 
I—sSir, ſaid he, your moſt humble Servant—Sir, ſaid 
Ihe re is a Rumour ſpread abroad, prejudicial to the 
_—_— of a Lady whom I have honour'd with my 

cem. 

L. Heal. Honour'd ! Oh, audacious ! 

Aarg. And Report ſays you are the Author-—Who 
I? faid he, in the meckeſt, humbleſt Tone, that ever 
Lover begg d in-—frighten'd out of his Wits Her 
Name, I pray — which when I had told him, and bid 
him draw, he poorly diſclaim'd his Paſſion; and faid, I 
might take you with all his Heart, for he wou'd not 
fight At which I ſept up to him, ſaying, Savez- 
vous, Monſieur, du Lanſquenet that is as much as to 
ſay, in Eno liſp, a Flip of the Nofe, Madam at which 
rhe good Gentleman pull'd off his Har, and made me 
the loweſt Bow ; and I, in Triumph, lef. Now, my 


Reward——my Reward, Madam. 
| L. Waal. 
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L. Val. Your Reward ; never to ſee me more: For 
tho love Valour, I know this Story falſe and y ou 
made up of Cowardice Dee hear —if ever my Doors 
are open (Enter three Foctmen) to this bold Intruder more, 
I'll have your Liveries pull'd over your Ears. [Exit. 

A Gone ! I durſt have ſworn ſhe wou'd have 
marry d me for the New Now here's a good Inven- 
tion Joſt——-Ah poor Monficur Markee, u'lt never 
thrive with theſe Women of Quality muſt to ſome 
rich toothleſs City Dame 


On them my Courage and my Shame may paſs : 
Theſe Court-end Wits diſcover me an 1 (Exit. 


SCENE the Street. 
HacTtor ſolus. 


Heck. Well, I have not Patience any longer to ſee 
this Mafter of mine play I find which Way he's go- 
ing Olſo, here's his Father —-How ſhall I fend him 
away For if he ſhould ſee his Son come out of this 
Gaming-Houſe, we ſhall be undone again [Enter 
Sir Thomas [alere] Oh, Sir, I have been all over che 
Town to look you 

Sir Tho. For what pray? Did my laſt Greeting pleaſe 
you ſo well, that you've a Mind to more ont 
W here's che Rake your Maſter ? 

He&. Oh, Sir, happy, happy beyond Ex 
He's with Angelica, who has pretented him with her 
Picture, ſer round with Gems of ineſtimable Value. 

Sir Tho. Ha! Say'& thou fo, Boy ? And is he likely 
to carry Angelica ? 

Fett. ; her, Sir; why the Buſineſs is done, and 
nothing wanting bur your Preſence, with a Lawycr, to 
fit em for the Prict—— Good Sir, make hafte 

Sir Tho. I'll be there in an Inftant——And fhall | be 
a Grandfather adad—-I could find in my Heart to give 
thee Six-pence for thy News-—And I will coo—-there 

C 2 Hector 
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Flettor, drink your young Maſter's and Lady's Health, 
Sir ram Ah my dear Boy Jemmy, I forgive thee all 
I'm ſo tranſported, I think ic an Age till I embrace 
thee. Exit. 

Heck. Fore George, if this old Fellow finds me in a 
Lie, as he mult certainly will; for if Angelica hears 
my Maſter is at play again, ſhe'll never have him that's 
fure too I muſt let him know what I have done, 
and ger him in the Mind to go this Hour to Angelica 
or Feftor's Bones will pay for'c. 


To ſerve my Maſter, I a Lie may tell, ; 
But chou d not ſuffer, when I mean it <yell. [Exir. 


SCENE e&iſcovers a Gaming Table, with VAIEAE, 
Crit COC DI E, and other Gentlemen, at Hazard, 
with ſeveral Rakes and Sbarpers, waiting round the 
Table; a Box-Keejer and Attendants. 


Cogd. Come——Seven——Vy hat do you ſet Gentle- 
men:? 
Box -K. Seven's the Main. 
1 Gent That. 
2d Gent. Ten Pieces. 
Fal. The Devil's in the Dice — There, Sir, a 
Hundred Guineas. (Angrily) 
[Coꝑdie ratling the Box, and conſidering where to throw. 
Bex- K. Knock where you are, Sir. 
Cd. I am at the faireſt only ; (throws out the Dice) 
_ Come and that liccle Silver too. 
Loox -K. Four to Seven. 
1/# Rake. Nr. Cogdie, to three a Crown, ſhall I? 
2d Rabe. Jo three and eleven Guineas, if you pleaſe. 
1ſt Sharp. Here's three Crowns to eleven, and if I 
loſe, by all that's good I know not where to eat. ; 
Cogd. [To 1/4 Rake] You go to three a Crown. [to 24 
Rate] you to three and eleven Guineas. [to Sharper] 
you ſhall go yours to eleven Fack. 


Box-K. 
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Box-K. Pray, Sir, throw away, don't hold the Box 
all Night. 

Cad. There, [Shakes the Box and throws three] 
you're in once Gentlemen. 

Both Rakes. We go again. 

Cozd. With all my Heart. 

[Shakes the Box again and throws four. 

Box-K. Four, Trey-Ace. 

Cogd. There, Gentlemen, I have brought you off 
again. [to the Rakes.] - 5 

['al. You did not throw out your Dice fair, and III 
not yield ir. 

Cogd. Jad t, Gentlemen. 

1/# Gent. 1 think twas fair enough. __ 

2 Gent. Ay, ay, a Man may throw his Dice how he 

leaſes. 
, Lal. Sir, I ſay this Hat's white. [in a Paſſion. ] 

C'-2d. I ſay ſo too. 

Lal. "Tis falſe, tis black. 

Ceed. As you ſay, I think it is black. 

/ al. No, Sir, "tis neicher black nor white. 

Ceozd. Nay, very likely, Sir. He has loſt his 
Money and now he grows mutinous. 

Box-K. Come, pray Gentlemen don't quarrel, and 
F1! ask it round. 

Cegd. Ask what, you Blockhead ? whether his Bat's 
black or white ? [Toſſos a Pair of Dice in bis Face. 

Box-K. No, Maſter, whether you won the Money 
or nor. 

24 Gent. He won it fairly. Come Falere, I'll lend 
thee ten Pieces, ſer boldly, ſet boldly, I warrant thee 
Luck, Boy. 

If Gent. Ay, ay, come whoſe is the Box ? 
ogd. "Tis mine 

24 Gent. Throw a Main then. 

Coed. Five. 

Box-K. Five's the Main. 

Val. There——ake all. 

1 Gent. That 

24 Gent. That 


C 3 Coed. 
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Cigd. Where I was laſt. Now little Dice. 
al. Shake your Dice. 
Cagd. There, Sir, [Shakes the Dice and throws Duce, 


Ace] Oh, burn em. 


Box-K. Duce, Ace. 

Ja Our—Give me the Box—Six. 

Box-K Six is the Main. 

Coo d. There, Sir, if you dare throw at ir. 
1ſt Gent. That 


24 Gent. That 

44 Ar you all [Shakes the Box, and throws 
Quarter Duce. 

Box-K. Six. Duce, you've wan it, Sir. 


Cogd. Um! [ Jeems diſorder d.] 
Fal. Come, Seven. [Throws] 
Box-K. Seven's the Main. 
Cogd. A hundred Guineas. 
I al. Now little Dice 
Cagd. Not another Nick ſure. 

(Seals as Valere is going to throw the Dice. 
Val. Nick by Jung —— | 
Box-K. Cinque Duce 


— ont 


Box-K. Nine's the Main. 

Cd. There, Sir, III ſet you two hundred Guineas 

upon that Note. 

Fal. Note, Sir! Whoſe Note is it pray? | 
Cd. Why cis very good, Sir, is upon Sir F-—g 


Val. At it, Egad. [Throws.] 

Box-K. Nine, Cinque and 

- Cogd Um! [Throws ac 
Sir, I bar 1 Throw. 

Fal. Sir, I did not ſee you, — and I won it fairly. 

Cogd. The Devil! I that underſtand Play ſo m_ to 

be bubbl'd of my Money Sir, I fay this Hat's white 

— W ho dare ſay the contrary ? 
Lal. Not I, indeed, Sir. 


er, the Box is due. 
Dice, breaks the Box J 


Coed. 


Coed. I ſay tis black. f | 

I al. Why, as you ſay, I think tis black. 

Coed. I ſay, Sir, tis neither black nor white. 

Tal. Then it ſhall be green, blue, red, or yellow, or 
what you pleaſe, Sir. I have more Manners than to 
quarrel now I'm on the winning Side, Ha, ha, ha. 

1# Gent. Prithee don't quarrel with him, you'll get 
nothing by it. Valere will * you know. 

1 Cogd 1 ſo will > ou're all a 2 of — 
ever I play upon t uare again ve em 
leave to 22 Dice of my Bones. 1 

Lal. Ha, ha, ha, hold, let me pay my Debts. There, 
Sir [to 24 Gen.] 

Box-K. You owe a Box, Sir, ant pleaſe you. 

Val. There [Gives a Shilling. ] 

Box-K. You owe me a Teaſter for a Back-nand Tip, 
a lictle while ago, Mafter. 

Val. There you . [Gives bim Six-pence.] 

Box-K. Thank you Maſter—I'il thank any Gentle- 


man that will put that Shilling in the Box. 
Enter Ax cz ICA in Man's Chaths. 


Ang. Ay, here he is. 
Lal. Come Seven. 
Box-K. Seven's the Main. 
1/t Gent. That 
24 Gent. That 
/ a!. "Tis mine. 
Box-K. Eleven. 
24 Gent. I never ſaw ſuch Fortune. 
1 Gent. Here's the laſt of a Hundred, if Luck turn 
not I'm broke. 
Ang. Save you Gentlemen —— ma ing off 
2 * you ? en 
[7 bis while ie fits diſordered and him- 
33 
ö a hundred if you 
ble chis, 2 Six. 4985 * 
Box-K. Six is the Main. 
C4 Ang. 
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Ang. Fifty Pieces, Sir. 
Val. Well ſaid Stripling— Down with em Six or a 
Dozen Dice——Duce Ace — Ah ſplit i. 
(Throws down the Box. 
Box-K. Duce Ace. 


Ang. Our, Sir, give me Fifty Guineas, Sir. 

/ al. There tis, Sir. 

[Cogdie riſes and comes to Angelica. 

C--4 [To Angelica] Sir, will you do me the Favour 
to let me go two Pieces with you; I am juſt ſtript. 

ig. WW ich all my Heart, Sir. Come, Gendemen, 
[Throws] ſet bold:y, 

Box-K. Five's the Main. 

Lal. A hundred Guineas. 

Ang. Along [Throws] tis mine. [Seweeps the Money. 

Ber-XK Five, Trey, Duce. 

rg. [To Cogdie] There's your two Pieces, Sir. 

Coed. I go the four, Sir, if you pleaſe. 

ing. By and by, Sir, you ſhall. 

% Gert. I'm broke; but I'll be here again inſtantly. 

| [ Exit. 
2d Gent. I'll throw off this Stake—If Luck turn not 
I rvit home for Recruits too. 

Ang. Come on then, Sir, Six. [Throws. 

Lox- &. Six is the _ 

Val. in my Conſcience, I believe this youn 
will ſtrip cad. There, Sir. n 

Ang. And there, Sir. [ Seveeps the Money. 

Box-K. A Dozcn. ad 

2d Gent. I hope you'll ftay till my Return? [Exit. 

Are It theſe Gemlemen can hold me play. 

Box-R. I hope, Gentlemen, you won't ſtay late, for 
fear cf rhe Preſs-mafters; here was two Gangs laſt 
Night before twelve a Clock. 

LAll the Harpers ſneak off, and leave Angelica 
and Valere together. 

Ang. Pſhaw, hang the Preſs-maſters; come, Sir, Five. 

Box-. Five's the Main. 

Lal That upon five, 

Ang. Nick —— 


Box-K. 
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Box-K. Five, Quarter Ace, you owe a Box, Sir. 
Val. Confuſion ! Did ever Man ſee the like? That 


Watch at twenty Guineas. [Sets a Gold Watch. 
Ang. Done, Lir, Nine. Throws. 
Bax-K. Nine's the Main. 

Tiis mine. [Throws. 
Box-K. Nine, Six, and Three, a Main above a Box. 
Val. Furies and Hell That Ring at ten Guinezs. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, with all my Heart, Sir: Six 
ain. [Throws. 
Box-K. Six is the Main. 

Ang. Nick again, Ha, ha, ha. 


Box- K. Six, Cinque Ace, two Mains above a Box. 

Val. The Devil I' fer you a hundred Guiacas 
upon Honour, Sir. 

Ang. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I never play upon Ho- 
nour with Strangers If you have nothing elſe o 
ſer, your humble Servant. 

Val. Death—ſhall he carry off my Money thus 
Hold, Sir, Friends will be here preſently, I'll borrow 
ſome of them. 

Ang. That's baulking my Hand-—— 1 can't ſtay, Sir, 
have you nothing elſe ? 

Fal. Yes, one Thing, but that is dearer to me than 
my Life. [Takes out the Picture. 

Ang. What can that be pray? 

Val. Tis a Picture, the Original of which is neareſt 
to my Soul ( Kijjes it, 

Ang. Piſh——a Trile——Oh my Heart— Ye: you 
ſhan't ſay Im ungenerous——whaic'cr you value it ac, 
Til anſwer it. | 

Val. Value it at—It is not to be valued. 

Ang. Then you'll not ſer it; Sir, your Servant. 

Lal. Stay, Sir Luck may turn I' fer the Dia- 
monds at tu o hundred Guineas. 

Ang. Oh Villain Well, Sir, Seven 

Box-K. Seven's the Main. 

[Angelica throws at the Picture. 

Box-XK. Four or Seven. 

Ja. 1 bar the f:rit Throw. 

C5 Fen- & 
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Box-K. Bar. 
[Angelica throws two or three Times and then 


cin, it. 
Ang. "Tis mine, Sir. 
_ Box-K. Four, Trey, Ace; you owe me three Bexes, 


Sir 
He ſhall reftore it, 


Val. Eternal Furies——loft 
or I'll cut his Throat—— Well, Sir, take the Dia- 
mond s, but I muſt have the Picture. 

Ang. The Picture, Sir. 

Val. Ay, the Picture, Sir. 

An. 1 won it, Sir, and I ſhan't reſtore it, I aſſure you. 

Fal. But you ſhall reſtore ir, Sir, ere you and I part. 

Ane If I ſhou'd draw a Duel upon my Hands here 
Aa in a fine Condition [_;ſide ] Nay, Sir, if 
you are angry, good by 

Val. Nay, nay, nay, [runs between bim and the Door] 
you than't carry off the Picture, by Hercules Look e 
dir, either take my Bond, or fight me for't. [ Drazzs. 

Ane. Sir——{tremblins] What ſhall I do? I mult be 
oblig'd to diſcover myſelf —— [ Aſide. 


Enter 1ft and 2d Gentlemen. 


1f Gert Hold J alere 
2d Gent, What's the Meaning of this? 
[Lays bold of Valere. 
Ang. Ha! A Lucky Eſcape [Runs off. 
Val Away; ſtand off; or I ſhall make my Paſſage 
through you, Tray tor, Dog—Oh I cou'd tear my Fleſh 
ut off thete Hands that laid the Jewe! down, and 
tab my Heart for having once conſented . 
[Vals about raving. 
1ſt Gent. What can be the Cznic of this Puſſion? 
2d Gent. Ho, he has loſt his Money—Prithee don's 
let that trouble thec, IIl lend thee more Come let's 
throw for the Box. 
Fal. Throw for the Devil—No, henceforth a Gan e- 
ſter is my Foc ; nor ſhould the Indies bribe me even ry 
rouc 
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touch a Die; nor, after this Moment, will I cer ſet 
Foot in ſuch a Houſe again. 
1 Gent. The Man is mad. 
2d Gent. Prithee let's go ſeek out better — 
xit. 
Val. Now I behold what a Monſter this darling din 


282 me, and loath myſelf for my long Race of 
olly. 


yp or Fs wy ares too | ate, 

And "tis but Juſtice now that ſh! ſpou'd bate : 
He that flies Virtue ftill to follow | ice, 

*Tis fit, like me, be loſe bis Paradiſe. 
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A C =” V. 
SCENE Varegus', Lodging. 


Vattas t. 
Val. Hat ſhall I do? There's no going near 


Angelica. The Action I have done car- 
ries ſuch a Face, that ſhe can ne er forgiye me. 


Oer EEcTtor. 


Hect. Another ſcape, Sir, another ſcape. Your Fa- 
ther was juſt ar the Gaming-Huiſc Door „pn the hunt 
for y. >: Tins o my Wit, I found a Way is 
ſend {im palliing I gong ro Axcelica's with a Law- 


er. le; „ io bim, Sir, If ne gets there 
fore h the od Gentleman will believe me no more 
tor told im you thaid for him there- Ha ; be 
min nal, Sir; Sir; don't you hear me ? 
F a!. Na: IN neither hear, nut ſee, nor cat, nor 
dre, g ver reit agai 


2 5 Feet. 
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He. Ah, the Devil! I ſhall be as flender as a Hazel- 
Switch in a little Time then ; for I ſuppoſe I muſt kee 
you Company in that thin Diet—Ah ! what I dreade 
is come to paſs—— What then is all the Money loſt ? 

Fal. Money ! My Life, my Soul is loft. 

Fire. Hey day! What's the Matter now? 

41. The Picture. 

Heck. The Picture, Sir, — (with a frightful Look.) 
Mercy on us; ſhake your Pockets, ſhake your Pockets, 
Sir. Runs to Valere and ſbakes his Coat Pockets. 

Ja Hold oft: I tell thee I loft it at Play. 

Hlect. Why then you have play'd fair ——Why what 
will you do now, Sir ? 

F'al. Cut your Threat, Sirrah, and then my own. 

[Clapping hold Hector. 

Hect. "Twas none of my Fault, Sir. [Half weeping. 

al. O ro! it was my own : For had I taen thy 
Co unſel, this Curſe had been prevented. 

Elect. Ay, Sir, but a Gameſter's Life was the mot 
genteel of an their Fob was a Fund, and their 
Hands Philoſophers Stones. Ay, Sir. 

al. No more—-go fetch me a Book—— (ſits docun 

Hect. What Book Sir? 

Fal. The firſt that comes to your Hand, no matter 
Which. (Exit Hector, returns with a Book. 

Flect. Here's Seneca, Sir. 

Fal. Well, read Was ever Man fo 2 ! 

[walking abcut in a thinking Poſture. 
ifect. Who? I read ; ne Sir. 

/ al. Why not? 

Fect. I ſeldom read any Thing, Sir, but Almanacks. 

Lal. On read, read at a venture. Ts loſe upon 
Seven when the Chance was Four! Confuſton ! [famps. 

Flect. read. ge not taken with the glittering Dreams 
of Richcs, their Poſſcfhon brings Trouble: Trauquility 
is a certain Equality of Mind, which no Condition of 
Fortune can neither exalr or depreſs. If his Fortune 
be good, he tempers it; if bad, he maſters it. 

Fat. The Devil was in me, that I cou'd not leave off 
hen was a Winner. 

Hect. 
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Hect. What is the End of Ambition and Avarice ? 
We arc but Stewards of what we ny call our own. 
All thoſe Things which we purſue wich ſo much Hazard, 
for which we break Faith and Friendſhip, what are they 
but the meer Depoſitor of Fortune, and not ours, but al- 
ready inclining towards a new Maſter.—Now will I be 
hang d, if Seneca himſelt was not given to CO 
Sir, don't you think this looks like a Moral Reflection 
after a Loſs —In my Conſcience, I'm half in the Mind 
that he play'd away a Miſtreſs's Picture too. 

Val Ha! Name it not, for if thou doft, I'll ſhake 
thee into Atoms. (palin bim. 

Hlect. Ah Sir, I've done, I've done, — But, Sir, 
this Seneca was a wonderful Man —— Was he ever in 
London, Sir? 

Fal. No, he lived at Rome. Not one in ten, Oh 
wretched Luck 

Het. 'Tau's a long way off I thought indeed 'twas 
ſometiiing made his Morals ſo little minded. Come, 
dir, Courage. 

Fal. Yes, VIl ta the Camp, there, in the Service of 
my Country, expiate my Follics. 

Fiect. To the Camp, Sir, what do you mean? Ods- 
bud, Sir, go ro Angelica this Minute, and marry her 
out of hand, ſhe docs not know you have loft the Pic- 
ture, and when once ſhe's ſecure, if ſhe asks for it, ſtop 
ber Mouth with Kiſſes, Sir. 

Hect. Well, I will go, if but to take my leave of her 
or I much fear ſhe'll read Guilt in my Face— 


This I refolue, whatever Fate's in flore, 
To touch the Curſt Inſectiuus Dice no mare. 


Hect. Ay, flick you but there, and I warrant we 
prolper. 


SCENE 
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SCENE the Lady Wm ALTHY's Houſe. 
Enter Lady W gaLTHY, Airs. BTTV to ber. 


Betty. Madam, Mr. Lovewve/! to wait on your Lady- 


ſhip. | 

L Neal. How ſhall I ſee him! Shame and Confuſion 
riſes in my Face, yet it is not in my Temper to own 
myſelf in the wrong, if he upbraids me, this is the laſt 
Viſit, bring him up——— 


Enter Mr. LoyswELrL. 


I ſupp>ſe you come triumphant, but know, I give ac- 
count of my Actions to no Man. Am, free, and will 
fo remain. 

Lore. "Tis my hard Fortune ſtill to be miſtaken, my 
Love's too blind to think you do amiſs.—-I have fince 
been with ['alere, ſworn to him the Letter was a Plot of 
mine, the Hand and Bill all counterfeir, to ſatisfy my 
jealous ſcruple if there were Affairs between ye, he be- 

teved it, and your Honour's free from all ill Tongues— 
And the Wretch doom'd to be hated ftill,—Am come 
to take my everlaſting leave. 

L. Neal This Generoſity ſhocks me—(_{ſide.) Fare- 
wel, you have clear'd me to your Rival, but to your- 
ſelf can ſay ſhe was ungrareful and diſpiſed me, Love 
without Eſteem is a forc'd Plant and wants its Root, 
therefore my ill Conduct par- us, aud thank your ge- 
nerous Carriage for this Con feſhon—Grea: Spiriis haru- 
ly yield themſelves to blame. 

Lot e. Nor arc have nor witch'd fo mary Years 
your Temper, cach turn ant! fally of your Mind, bur 1 
can judge it ri7hr, +lononr is center'd in your Soul, nor 
wou'd you v rung: in an eſlential Part. All your lit- 
the A ffectations e bur the effefts your Glatk produces. 
which tells ve, Leauy like yours, may take ten thou- 


ſand Liber ic: 
L. Wal. 
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L. Neal. You have choſe a cunning Way to move my 
Heart, when I was arm'd for Accuſations to extenuate 
my Faults. And if I could perſuade myſelf to truſt a 
Man, I think it wou'd be you. I 

Lrve. Oh cheriſh that kind Opinion, and if ever you 
do repent ir, proclaim me to the World a Villain. 

L. Heal. his I reſolve in Favour of your noble 
Uſage, to baniſh from my Houſe that ſenceleſs Train of 
Fop Admirers, which I always laugh at, and only kept 
to fred my Vanity. 

Love. On my Knees I thank you ; but do not, do 
not daſh my Tranſports by Delay.—Y our Year of Wi- 
do hood tis juſt expir'd, — reward my conſtant Love, 
and make me happy. A Husband will fright the Fool 
Pretenders from approaching, and theſe fond Arms ſe- 
cure you ever mine. 

L. Meal. Blcis me, is the Man mad? Here wou'd 
be a ſtrange Leap indeed, from Mortal] Odds into Matri- 
mony. No, no; a little longer Time muſt try you firſt. 

Lee. It Time be now requir'd, you may defeg my 
Jovs *rill Age has firew'd my cad with hoary Hairs; 
tor from my very Infancy I have ador'd you—'Tis bur 
a Month ago when my auſpacicas Stars inclin'd you to 
a Fit of Mercy. 1 flew, got a Licence, came with 
eager Hopes, and you deny'd "0 ſee me. The fame Au- 
thority will do now.—Nor will I leave you, till your 
Ha..4 is mine. 


Enter D&TTV. 


L. Leal. Betty, come to my Aid; here's an audacious 

_ will marry me, in ſpice of my Teeth, this very 
nftanr. 

Betty. O Madam, the luckieſt Moment in the World. 
I have been juſt looking in Erra Pater, and there's the 
happieſt Conjunction—— And the Chaplain ſauntering 
about the Gardens 1 Employment. 

Lowe. Nay, look not back, your Eyes Conſent, and 
I'll have no Denial. 


L. Heal. Well, this is the maddeſt Thing. 


Love, 
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Love. The happieſt Thing Thus 


The <vandering Fair are by long Courtſhips kind, 
And conftant Love does luckieſt Minutes find. * 
xeunt. 


Enter ANGELICA. 


Ang. Lovecvell and my Siſter ; happy Pair I am 
only curſt in a looſe Reprobate, whom no Chance, no 
Obligation can fix. I muft reſolve to blot him from my 
Soul—bur how hard "tis to efface the firſt = 7 pc 
Falere, if I can part with thee, Mankind will be upon 
the Square. Thy Uncle may ſucceed ; Old or Young : 
For I ſhall never look with loving Eyes again—Let me 
think To loſe my Picture O unpardonable Fault. 


Enter Don Ax TE and Ars. Favourite at 4 Diſtance. 


Fav. Now, Sir, is your Time ; ſhe is horridly out 
of Humour, I know tis with Yalere ; for nothing elſe 
makes her ſo. 

Dor. Madam, I hope you will pardon my Intruſion, 
when tis to warn you of approaching Danger. I can 
prove to you my Nephew has broke all his Oaths, and 
play'd with the veryeſt Rakes the Town affords, in a 
publick Gaming-Houſe. 

Ang. Malice, Malice all. 

Dor. As this is true or falſe, may I your Love enjoy. 

Ang. Suppoſe ir true, am I confind to make my 

ice in your Family—or indeed to chooſe at all-— 
Perhaps I'll never marry. 


Dor. O ſay not ſo ; let not ſo much Beauty loſe the 
End of its Creation—You ſhould bleſs the World with 
Increaſe. | 
Ang. Methinks you are too much in the Wain to 
think of Increaſe—However, I am yet refoly'd on no- 
— deſire to be freed from Importunity— Tis 
well you 


Euter 


The GAMESTER. 65 


Enter VaLEnE and Hector. 


are come : Your Uncle has been uſing all his Rhetorick 
to ſupplant you. 

Flect. The Day's our own : She's in a pure 2 

[ 

Val. No clandeſtine Dealings, Uncle, I beſeech you: 
Give me fair Play and let the Lady choſe 

Ange. With what Aſſurance he approaches. [ Aſide. 

Dor. However her Choice may go, I know who de- 
ſerves her mot—|1'm no Gameſter, Sir—Her peaceful 
Hours of Reit ſhall ne er be broke by me. 

Hef. That I dare ſwear. [ {ſede. 

Fal. No Refleckions, Sir, on former Follies. You in 
your Youth coubtleſs had your Share—tho” now you 
are paſt em, and only rail at what you can't enjoy 
Bur 1 in my full Strength and Vigour give em over, re- 
ſolving never to indulge the tempting Vice again. 

Dor. This you have often ſwore, and as often broke 
your Vows. 

Val. I have: But tis not in the Pow'r of Fate to make 
me do'r again; and what's paſt this Lady has forgiven. 

Ang. To end your Diſputes, Mr. Dorante, i'll now 
own to you, that my Heart has been long ſince given 
to / alere and this Morning I renew'd my Vows. 
428 O Tranſport ! Now, Uncle, I hope you are fatis- 

Dor. No, Sir, I am not ſatisfied nor can I believe 
what ſhe ſays real, without condemning her Judgment. 

Ang. A ftrange poſitive old Man this alere, pray 
clear his Underftanding—Shew him the Preſent I made 
you to Day; then let him judge who I deſign my Heart 
or. 


Val. Ha | What ſhall I fay ? [.4 
Ele. O, I'm thunder-ftruck ! L * 
Val. O ſpare his Age, Madam, I forgive him. is 
my Uncle, and I wou'd not triumph-—'Twou'd make 
him mad, ſhou'd I produce the Picture. 
Ang. 
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No, no, fear not; tis rather Charity: For 
ſince he refuſes to believe my Words, tis but Reaſon 
he ſhou'd have ocular Demonſtration. 

Val. He that doubts what's utter'd by that Tongue, 
is unworthy of your farther Care—Therefore pardon 
me, Madam; a Thing fo ſacred as your Image, never 
ſhall convince him. 

Hef. Well hinred, I faith. (1ſede. 
Ang. But when. I defire it, methinks you ſhou'd not 
refuſe. Obedience becomes a Lover. 

| (4ſide. 


Hef. Loſt again. 
Val. You ever ſhall command me—— 

( Feeling firſt in one Pocket, then in t ther. 

Ha! Where did put it ? 


Heck. Humph. (Lifting up his Eyes. 
Ang. I'm amaz'd at his Impudence ! (4ſoae. 
Val. Bleſs me; ſure I did not leave it in the Bed. 
——— Which Way ſhall I come off ?—{ 4ſfide.)—Heder. 
Heck. Sir (Looking very ſimply. 
Val. Did you not ſee a Picture any where to Day : 
Hect. A Picture, Sir (In a kind of Frig bt. 


Val. Ay, a Picture. What makes you look ſo Sirrah ? 
Ha ' I ſuſpect your Rogueſhip has done ſomething with ir. 
Hect. O dear Sir (Tremdling. 
Fal. Where is it? Speak, Raſcal, or Il cut your 


Ears off. ( Draws. 
Ee. O Sir, forgive me, and I'll tell you the whole 

Truth. ( Falls on bis Knees. 
Ang. What means the Fellow ? (Aſide. 


Val. W hat will you tell me, Sirrah ? 

Died. Why, Sir, fearing that your Pocket might be 
pick'd, or your Lodgings robb'd, and you might loſe 
the Picture, and char i thought wou'd break your 

Heart, knowing how much you did eſteem the Piece, I 

took it, Sir, to a famous Painter of my Acquaintance to 

have ir copied, Sir, that's all. 
Ang. A well invented Tale. (Afede. 
Val. Fly Sirrah, and fetch it. (Slaps him on the Back. 
He. Les Sir. (going. 
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Ang. Oh you may ſpare your Pains, Sir—the Picture 
is already here— (pulls it out) now Sir, do you bluſh ? 
Val. | ara amaz'd to think how ſhe came by ir. (Agde. 

Hect. Ruin'd 2 Redemption— Oh, oh, oh, — that 
ſuch a compleat Lye ſhould turn to no Account. (Aſide. 

Ang. Ungrateful Man. 


Dor. _— _ > R 1 
Is this the Price et upon my Favours ?-— 
the Sight of this would mind you of your Duty——if I 
remember, thoſe were your Words - But I preſume you 
meant ir ſhou'd remind you of a laſt Stake—How have 
I been decciv'd. ——ts it poſſible thou couldſt be fo 


baſe ro expoſe my Picture at a common Board, amongſt 
a Crew of Revellers. 


Val. Madam. 
Ang. Be dumb, and make no impudent Excuſes. 
Dor. Dol, dol, dery, dol, dery, dol. (Sings. 


Lal. No, Madam, I ſhall not ſtudy ro excuſe myſelf, 

only this, I am not guilty of all your charge, for there 
was none in preſ-nce when I Joſt ir, but the Youth that 
won it. Who had not liv'd to have brought ir you, had 
not an unlucky Chance prevented me. 
. Then to conceal your Treachery, you wou'd 
have committed Murder, —excellent Moraliſt.—-But, 
Sir, the Privacy of the Act you boaſt of —Does not in 
the leaſt extenuate your Crime; I told you whilſt you 
kept that Picture, my Heart was yours, but you grew 
weary of the Trifle, and reftor'd it back, and now I 
have Liberty to give it to whom I pleaſe. 

Dor. 1 hope you are ſatisfied now, Nephew, ha, ha, ha. 

Val. I am with every Thing this Lady is d to in- 
flict, I know ſhe can uſe me no worſe than I deſerve.— 


I own the Foulneſs of my Guilt, and will not hope for 
Pardon. ; 


* 


Enter Sir Tuomas VATI IAE with a Layer. 


Heck. Nay then we are Friendleſs indeed Sir, Sir, 
ſhall I ſee what Seneca ſays upon this Head? 


Aſide to Valere. 
— Fat. 
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Tal. Away, and Plague me not.——_—Ha, my Fa- 


ther. 
Sir Tho. I'm bleſt, 7 bleſt. Ma- 
y Son, I have brought Mr. De- 


dam, I wiſh you Joy: 

the Lawyer, FI reſerve but Five Hundred 
a Year for myſelf, the reſt is thine, Boy, full 
Two Thouſand Pounds per Annum. STONE 

Ang. Sir Thomas, your Words carry a Meaning in 
'©m——which I am a Stranger to. 

Sir Tho. Meaning, Madam hope my Son and you 
underftand one another's Meaning,—and I underſtand 
it too, Madam. Come, Mr. Demurr, where are 
the Writings of my Eftate ? _—He ſhall make thee a 
ſwinging Jointure, my Girl. : 
Arg. You muſt pardon me, Sir Thomas—my Mind's 

ter d 

Sir Tho. How ! Did you not Promiſe? 

Ang. Suppoſe I did. When a Man breaks all his 
Oaths to me, I know no Reaſon I ſhould keep my 
Word with him. 

Fle# Ah Hector, Hefor, what will become of thee ? 

7 (.4ſfde. 

Sir Tho. Why I underſtood theſe Quarrels 6 
made up——and as a Token of your beirg reconcii'd, 
you made him a Preſent of your Picture. 

Ang. Truc,—and that's the Thing that parts us. 

Sir Tho. What do you mean? 

Dor. He gam'd it away, Brother; now do you un- 
deritand her ? 

Sir Tho. Malice and Marriage, Brother, ill becomes 

Years.—— She does not mean it ſo. 
Ang. Indeed but I do. 
Sir Tho. Say you ſo Madam ?—then I'll do you Juſ- 
rice immediately. ( Draws) Sirrah, I'll ſave the Hang- 
man a Labour, —1 will you Baftard. 

Val. Do, kill me, Sir; you ſhall find I will not vent 
one Groan,—for my Soul has ra'en it's Flight already, 
—— My baſe Ingratitude has deeper ſtabb'd my Heart, 
than now your Sword can do Sir 
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Sir Tho. Say you ſo, Sirrah then I hope you'll 
live to want nothing, for I'll take care you ſhall have 
nothing to ſupport your Extravagance ——Mr. Demurr, 
I defire you to make my Will this Minuce,—and pur 
the ungracious Rogue down a Shilling. —Sirrah, I 
charge you never to come in Sight of me, or my Habi- - 
ration more ;—nor do you hear, dare to own me for 
your Father. —Go, Troop, Sirrah, I ſhall hear of your 
going up Holborn- Fill in a little Time. 

Hect. So, there's all my Wages lot —— (Ade. 

Ang. Ha! This Uſage ſhocks me. (ide. 

al. Sir, I promiſe you to obey you to a Title, _—. 
and this undutiful Child ſhall ne'er offend you with his 
Preſence more — You but enjoyn, but I before had 
choſe, for Enzland now would be che worſt of Fates. 
Ang. My Heart beats as if the Strings were break - 


ing. (4ſde. 

al. Madam, there is but one Requeſt that I will 
make then take my Leave for ever, and if you grant 
it not, I ſhall be ſo much more Unhappy. My be- 
ing diſinherited weighs not a Hair, compar'd with what 
I've loft in loſing you, whom my Soul prefers before all 
Wealth, Fri or Family.— Then, where ſhou'd [ 
ask Pardon but where I moſt have injur'd ?—Thus on 
my Knees, I beg you not to hate my Memory, nor 
fatter the Follies which I have now Caſhier'd for ever 
from my Breaſt; —(bur Oh too late) to drive my Name 
as diſtant as my Body from you,—lomecimes vouchſafe 
to think on loſt 7 alere. 

Ang. There is nothing ſo indifferent but we think of 
it ſometimes. 

Sir Tho. Sirrah—begone I ſay. [Puſpes him. 

Val. I have done —Now Madam, Eternally adieu. 

Ang. Shall I fee him ruin'd ?—-rno—thart wou'd be 
barbarous beyond Example. Valere, come back, ſhou'd 
I forgive you all- M ou'd my Generofity oblige you to 
a ſober Lite, —Can 2 upon Honour (tor you ſhall 
ſwear no more) forſake that Vice that — you to 
this low Ebb of Fortune 

Val. 
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Val Ha! Oh let me fold thee in my Repenting 
Arms——and whiſper to thy Soul, that I am entirely 

'd——(Embraces ber) Yes my Love, I ſwear the 
Courſe of Lite that I've run hitherto—is grown more 
hateful ro me than Toads or Adders; and I wou'd as 
ſoon keep thoſe Animals in my Boſom, whoſe Sting I 
know would kill me, as once indulge my former Fol- 
lies. 

Ang. Then I am happy.— Know I was the Youth 
= won the Picture, and you parted with it to my- 
elf. 

Hect. I ſhall die with Joy, that's certain (Aide. 

Lal. Then I did not break my Oath entirely, you 
were excepted, Madam. 

Sir Tho. How lucky a Turn is this! Madam your 
Example is too good not to be follow d Jalere, I 
forgive thee, and confirm my firſt Dehgn :—Blets you 
both. Now Brother, I hope you'll believe you can't 
get my Boy's Miſtreſs from him. Ha, ha, ha 

Dor. Nor he ſhan't get a Penny of my Eftate Bro- 
ther, remember that 

Sir Tho. He wants it not.——Ha ! Who have we 
here my Lady Healthy and her old Lover. 


Enter LovEZWEII, and Lady Wearttay. 


Love. Wiſh me Joy, Friends, wiſh me Joy. 

Sir Tho. With all my Heart, for in my Conſcience 
thou deſerv't her. — 

Ang. I wiſh you Joy, Sifter ; here let all Quarrels 
ceaſe. (Calutes ber. 

L. Heal. I over- heard your Reconciliation, —and I 
wiſh you the ſame. 

Love. Oh my Friend! Sure never was Man bleſt 
like me. (To Valere. 

Val. Yes, I can boaſt a Happineſs beyond thee, —LI 
that merited her endleſs Scorn, am, by her ſweet 


torgiving Temper, rais'd to laſting Joy. 
| Duin 
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Enter Marquiſs of Hax AD. 


Marg. I underftand you are married, Madam; and 
come to wiſh you Joy. I do it with a boy cœur, le 
Diable men porte. 

L. Meal. On Monſieur. argue, I'm infinirely oblig'd 
to you Cer ſince your Knight-Errantry with Valere in 
Defence of my Honour. 

A duce of that unlucky Story,—-No Words 
on't now, Madam, I beſeech you. 

Val. How's that ? 

Marg. By the Honour of France I ſhall be diſcover'd. 


Enter BETTvy. 


Betty. Madam, Mrs. Security has brought a Pair of 
very fine Diamond Ear-Rings to ſhow you, they were 
loft in Pawn, ſhe ſays, ——and therefore ſhe can afford 
them an extraordinary Pennyworrth. 


L. Weal. Bring her in. 
Enter Mrs. S®CuUrtTY. 


Well, Mrs. Security, are they very fine ones ? f 
Mrs. Sec. As fine a Pair as ever your Lp wy 
in all your Life, Madam.—{Gives ber the Ear-Kines.) 
Bleſs me,— What do I ſee, my Couſin Robin Skipp ? I'm 
glad to ice thee wich all my Hear:.—(To the Marquiſs. 
L. Meal Do you know what you ſay, Mrs. Security? 
— That is a French Nobleman. 
Mrs Sr A Nobleman, — —— What do you think I 
don't know my Brother's Sou? 
Now all will 


Marg. A Pox of ſuch Kinered, 
out 

Mrs Sc. Why how long haft thou been in England, 
Robert —— I hear chou wert a Footman to the Prince 
ot Conti My old Matter, Sir William, asks 
migtitily how thou doſt. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha. 


Val. tiow's this, the Marquiſs of Hazard a Foot- 
man: Ha, ha, ha. * 
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HeS. Brother give me thy Hand. Hold, now 1 
think on'r, keep your Diſtance Friend, for a / alet 
de Chambre is above a Footman. (Kraut. 
L. Heal. My Footmen, Sir, will ſhow you into the 
Buttery; a Horn of ſmall Beer my quench your Thirſt 
of Honour. Ha, ha. 
Vat. This Morning he boaſted of his Royal Blood at 


Lodgings, but his Cowardiſe confirm'd me 
what he is. 


L. tal. He told me he was at your Lodgings, and 
preſented you with a Tweague by the Noſe. _—- 

Val. How, Scoundrel, beneath my Sword, and there- 
fore take this. ( Kicks bim. 


arg. Very fine, very fine Breeding, Gentlemen 
nnn 6 


Who once by Policy a Title gains, 
Merits above the Fool that's born to Means. [Exit. 


Mrs. Sec. "Tis dirtily done of you Mr. /'alere, fo it 
is, to kick a Man for nothing ; His Father, though 
I ſay it, was as honeſt a Man as ever broke Bread, and 
I cou'd find it in my Heart to 

L. Heal. No more of your Noiſe, — Wait without 
there. [Exit Lrs. Security. 

Sir Tho. Come, come, enough ot this Nonſence,— 
Let's have a Dance. 


41 Country - Dance. 


al. Now Virtue's r Proſpect's in my View, 
Wich double Care III all her Paths purſue ; 

And proud to think | owe this Change to you. (To Ang. 
Virtue that gives more ſolid Peace of Mind 

Than Men in all their vicious Pleaſures find ; 
Ihen each with me the Libertine reclaim, 

And ſhun what ſinks his Fortune, and his Fame. 
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SIX. 

UPI F Tragick Poetry be, as Mr. 
(ISI Dryden has ſomewhere ſaid, the 
1 K moſt excellent and molt uſeful 
EKkind of Writing; the more ex- 
_ tenſively uſeful the Moral of any 
Tragedy is, the more excellent that Piece 
muſt be of its Kind. 


I hope I ſhall not be thought to inſinuate, 
that this, to which I have preſume] to pre- 
fix your Name, is ſuch: That depends on its 
Fitneſs to anſwer the End of Tragedy, the 


A 3 Exciting 


DEDICATION. 


exciting of the Paſſions, in order to the cor- 
recting ſuch of them as are criminal, either 
in their Nature, or through their Exceſs. 


Whether the following Scenes .do this in 
acy tolerable Degree, is, with the Deterence 
that becomes one who would not be thought 
vain, ſubmitted to your candid and impartial 
Jodgment. 


What I would infer is this, I think, evi- 
dent Truth, That Tragedy is fo far from lo- 
ling its Dignity by being accommodated to 
the Circumſtances of the Generality of Man- 
| kind, that it is more truly auguſt in pro- 
portion to the Extent of its Influence, and 
tte Numbers that are properly affected by 
it. As it is more truly great to be the In- 
{trument of Good to many who ſtand in 
Need of our Aſſiſtance, than to a very ſmall 
Part of that Number. 


If Princes, Sc. were alone liable to Miſ- 
fortunes arifing from Vice or Weakneſs in 
- themſelves or others, there would be 
Reaſon for confining the Characters in Tra- 
gedy to thoſe of ſuperior Rank; but ſince 
the contrary is evident, nothing can be more 
reaſonable than to proportion the Remedy 
ro the Diſeaſe. 


I am far from denying, that Tragedies 
founded on any inſtructive and — 
vents 
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Events in Hiſtory, or well-invented Fables, 
where the Perſons introduced are of the 
higheſt Rank, are without their Uſe, even to 
the Bulk of the Audience. The ſtrong Con- 
traſt between a Tamerlane and a Bajazet may 
have its Weight with an unſteady People, 
and contribute to the fixing of them in the 
Intereſt of a Prince of the Character of the 
former; when, thro* their own Levity, or 
the Arts ot deſigning Men, they are render*d 
factious and uneaſy, though they have the 
higheſt Reaſon to be ſatisfied. The Senti- 
ments and Example of a Cato may inſpire his 
Spectators with a juſt Senſe of the Value ot 
Liberty, when they fee that honeſt Patriot 
prefer Death to an Obligation from a Tyrant, 
who would facrifice the Conſtitution of his 
Country, and the Libertics of Mankind, to 
his Ambition or Revenge. I have attempted, 
indeed, to inlarge the Province of the graver 
Kind of Poetry, and ſhould be glad to fee it 
carried on by ſome abler land. Plays 
founded on moral Tales in private Life may 
be of admirable Uſe, by carrying Conviction 
to the Mind, with ſuch irreſiſtible Force as 
to engage all the Faculties and Powers of the 
Soul in the Cauſe of Virtue, by ſtifling Vice 
in its firſt Principles. They who imagine 
this to be too much to be attributed to Tra- 
gedy, muſt be Strangers to the Energy of 
that noble Species of Poetry. Shakeſpear, 
who has given ſuch amazing Proofs of his 

A 4 Genius 
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Genius, in that as well as in Comedy, in his 
Hamlet, has the following Lines: 


Had he the Motive and the Cauſe for Paſſicn 

That I baue, he would drown the Stage with Tears, 
And cleave the gen rd. Far with horrid Speech ; 
Make mad the Guilt;, a appall the Fres, 
Confound the Igu rant, and amame indeed 

The wery Faculty of Eyes and Ears. 


And farther in the ſame Speech; 


ve heard, that guilty Creatures at a Play 
Live by the very Cunning of the Scene, 
Been fo ftruck to the Soul, that preſently 
They have proclaim'd thetr M.algſucdious. 


Predigious ! yet ſtrictly juſt. But I ſhall not 
take up your valuable Time with my Re- 
marks: Only give me Leave juſt to obſerve, 
that he feems fo firml | perſuaded of the 
Power of a well-written Piece to produce the 
Effect here aſcribed to it, as to make Hamlet 
venture his Soul on the Event, and rather 
truſt that. than a Meffenger from the other 
World, tho' it aſſumed, as he expreſſes it, 
his noble Father's Form, and afſured him, that 
it was his Spirit. 'i have, ſays Hamlet, 
Grounds more relative. 


The Play t the Thing, 
Wherein Pl] catch the Conſcience of the King. 


Such 
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Such Plays are the beſt Aniwers to them 
who deny the Lawfulneſs of the Stage. 


Conſidering the Novelty of this Attempt, 
I thought it would be expected from me to 
ſay ſomething in its Excuſe ; and I was un- 
willing to loſe the Opportunity of ſaying 
ſomething of the Ulctulneſs of Tragedy in 
general, and what may be reaſonably expect- 
ed from the farther Improvement of this ex- 
cellent Kind of Poetry. 


. 


hope you will not think I have ſaid too 
much of an Art, a mean Specimen of which 
I am ambitious enough to recommend to 
your Favour and Protection. A Mind con- 
ſcious of ſuperior Worth, as much deſpiſes 
Flattery, as it is above it. Had I found in 
myſelf an Inclination to fo contemptible a 
Vice, I ſhould not have choſen Sir Joann 
KyL:s for my Patron. And indeed the 
beſt written Panegyrick, tho* ſtrictly true, 
mutt place you in a Light much interior to 
that in which you have long been fix'd, by 
the Love and Eſteem of your Fellow Citi- 
zens ; whoſe Choice of you for one of their 
Repreſentatives in Parliament has ſufficiently 
declared their Senſe of your Merit. Nor 
hath the Knowledge of your Worth been 
confined to the City. The Proprietors in 
the Seuth-Sea Company, in which are inclu- 
As ded 


DEDICATION. 


ded Numbers of Perſons as conſiderable for 
their Rank, Fortune, and Underſtanding, as 


any in the Kingdom, gave the greateſt Proof 
of their Confidence in your Capacity and 
Probity, by chuſing you Sub-Governor of 
their Company, at a Time when their Affairs 

were in the utmoſt Confuſion, and their Pro- 
perties in the greateſt Danger. Neither is 
the Court inſenſible of your Importance. I 
ſhall not therefore attempt a Character fo 
well known, nor pretend to add any Thing 
to a Reputation fo well eſtabliſhed. 


Whatever others may think of a Dedica- 
tion, wherein there is fo much ſaid of other 
Things, and fo little of the Perſon to whom 
it is addreſs'd, I have Reaſon to believe, 
that you will the more eafily pardon it on 
that very Account. 


J am, 
SIX, 
Yeur moſt Obedient 


Humble Servant, 


George Lillo, 


PROLOGU E, 


Spoken by Mr. CIB BER, jun. 


HE Tragick Muſe, ſublime, delights to ſhow 
Princes diſtræſi d, and Scenes of Royal Wae ; 

In awful Pomp, majeſtick, to relate 
The Fall of Nations, or ſome Hero's Fate 
That ſcepter'd Chiefs may, by Ex „Ano 
The ftrange Viciſſitude of Things below ; 
What Dangers on Security attend; 
How Pride and Cruelty in Ruin end : 
Hence Providence ſupreme to know, and own 
Humanity adds Glory to a T hrone. 

In ev'ry former Age, and foreign Tongue, 
With Native Grandeur thus the Goddeſs ſung. 
Upon our Stage, indeed, with wiſh'd Succeſs, 
You'we ſometimes ſeen her in an humbler Dreſs ; 
Great only in Diſtreſs. When ſbe ; 
In Southern's, Rowe's, or Otway's moving Strains, 
The brilliant Drops that fall from each bright Eye, 
The abſent Pomp, with brighter Gem, ſupply. 

Forgive us, then, if we attempt to ſhow, 
In artleſs Strains, a Tale of private Wie. 
London Prentice ruin'd is our Theme, 
Draaun from the fam'd old Song that bears his Nam:. 
1 hepe your Taſte is nat fo high to ſcorn 
Moral Tale, eftcem'd cre you Tvere bern; 
Htich, for a Century of rolling Years, 
Has fl d a thauſand thouſand Eyes with Tears. 

If thoughtleſs Youth to warn, and ſhame the Age 
Fram Vice deftruive, well becomes the Stage; 
1f this Example Innocence en/ure, 
Prevent our Guilt, or by Refleion cure; 
V Millwood”: drcadful Crimes, and jad Deſpair, 
Commend the Virtue of the Good and Fair ; 
Tho' Art be wanting, and our Numbers fail, 
Iudulge th Attempt in Fuſtice to the Tale. 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


M E N. 

Thorowgood. Mr. Briag vater. 
Barnwell, Uncle ts George. Mr. Roberts. 
George Barnwell. Mr. C:bber, jun. 
Trueman. Mr. . Mill. 
Blunt. Mr. 3 Witherhile. 

WOMEN. 
Maria. Mrs. Cibber. 
Millwood. Mrs. Butler. 
Lucy. Mrs. Charke. 


Ofcers wh their Attendants, Keeper, and Footmen. 


SCENE London, and an adjacent 
Village. 
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GEORGE BARNWE LI. 


1 SCENE I. 
A Room in Thorowgood's Howe. 
Euter Thorowgood and Trueman. 


TRUEMAN. 1 
IR, the Packet from Gene is arriv'd. i 
[ Gives Letters. | 


Thor. Heaven be prais'd! The Storm that threatned 
our Royal Miſtreſs, pure Religion, Liberty, and Laws, k 
is for a Time diverted : The baughty and revengeful 
Spaniara, diſappointed of the Loan on which he depended 
from Genoa, muſt now attend the flow Returns of Wealth 
from this new World, to ſupply his empty Ccffers, ere he . 

| 
| 


can execute his propos'd Invaſion of our happy Iſland. 
By this Means, Time is gain'd to make ſuch Preparations | 
on our Part, as may, Heaven concurring, prevent his 15 


Malice, or turn the meditated Miſchief on himſelf. * 
85 Fs 
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Tr. He muſt be inſenſible indeed, who is not affected 
when the Safety of his Country is concern'd. Sir, may 


I know by what Means If I am too bold 

Thor. Your Curioſity is laudable; and I gratify it 
with the greater Pleaſure, becauſe from thence you may 
learn, how honeſt Merchants, as ſuch, may ſometimes 
contribute to the Safety of their Country, as they do at 
all Times to its Happineſs ; that if hereafter you ſhould 
be tempted to any Action that has the Appearance of 
Vice or Meanneſs in it, upon reflefting on the Dignity 
of our Profeſhon, you may, with honeſt Scorn, reject - 
whatever is unworthy of it. 

Tr. Should Barnwell, or I, who have the Benefit of 
your Example, by our ill Conduct bring any Imputation 
on that honourable Name, we muſt be left without Ex- 
cuſe. 

Thor. You compliment, young Man. [ Trueman 
bows reſpetfully.] Nay, I am not offended. As the 
Name of Merchant never degrades the Gentleman, fo 
by no Means does it exclude him ; only take Heed not 
to purchaſe the Character of Complaiſant at the Expence 
of your Sincerity.,—But to anſwer your Queſtion. The 
Bank of Genoa had agreed, at an exceflive Intereſt, and 
on good Security, to advance the King of Spain a Sum 
of Money, ſufficient to equip his vaſt Armado ; of which 
our peerieſs Elizabeth (more than in Name the Mother 
of her P ) being well inform'd, ſent VNalfingbam, her 
wiſe and faithful Secretary, to conſult the Merchants of 
this loyal City; who all agreed to dire& their ſeveral 
Agents to influence, if poſſible, the Genoeſe to break 
their Contract with the Span Court. Tis done, the 
State and Bank of Genoa, having maturely weigh'd, and 
rightly judged of their true Intereſt, the Friend- 
ſhip of the Merchants of London to of a Monarch, 
who proudly ſtyles himſelf King of both Indies. 

Tr. Happy Succeſs of prudent Counſels! What an 
E 


of Blood and Treaſure is here faved ! Excellent 

! O how unlike thoſe Princes, who make the 
Danger of Foreign Enemies a Pretence to oppreſs their 
Subjects by Taxes great, and grievous —— 
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T ber. 11e Queen! whoſe richeſt Ex- 
chequer is her People's Love, as their Happineſs her 


ry. | 
Tr. On theſe Terms to defend us, is to make ou 
Protection a Benefit worthy her who confers it, and wel 
worth our Acceptance. Sir, have you any Commands 
for me at this Time ? 

Thor. Only look carefully over the Files, to ſee whe- 
ther there are any Tradeſmens Bills unpaid ; if there 
are, ſend and diſcharge em. We muſt not let Artifi- 
cers loſe their Time, fo uſeful to the Publick and their 
Families, in unneceſſary Attendance. [ Exit Trueman. 
Enter Maria.] Well, Maria, have you given Orders 
for the Entertainment? I would have it in ſome Mea- 
ſure worthy the Gueſts. Let there be Plenty, and of 
the beſt, that the Courtiers may at leaſt commend our 
Hoſpitality. 

Ma. Sir, I have endeavour'd not to wrong your well- 
known Generoſity by an ill-tim'd Parſimony. 

Thor. Nay, *twas a needleſs Caution: I have no 
Cauſe to . your Prudence. 

Ma. Sir, I find myſelf unfit for Converſation ; I 
ſhould but increaſe the Number of the Company, with- 
out adding to their Sati-faQtion. 

Ther. Nay, my Child ! this Melancholy muſt not be 
indulged. 

|; Ge” but increaſe it : I wiſh you would 
excuſe my Abſence. Solitude beſt ſuits my preſent 
Temper. | 

Ther, You are not inſenſible, that it is chiefly on your 
Account theſe noble Lords do me the Honour fo fre- 
_ to grace my Board : .* you 4 the 

iſappointment may make them repent ir Con- 
— and think their Labour d. 

Ma. He that ſhall think his Time or Honour loft in 
viſiting you, can ſet no real Value on your Daughter's 
Company, whoſe only Merit is, that ſhe is yours. The 
Man of Quality who chooſes to converſe with a Gentle- 
man and M of your Worth and Character, may 
confer Honour by ſo doing, but he loſes none. 8 


* 

Ll 
4 

. 


NE * 


4 
— 


1 
' 
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Thor. Come, come, Maria, I need not tell you, that 
a young Gentleman may prefer your Converſation to 
mine, and yet intend me no Diſreſpect at all; for tho? 
he may loſe no Honcur in my Company, tis very natu- 
ral for him to expect more Pleaſure in yours. I remem- 
ber the Time when the Company of the greateſt and 
wiſeſt Man in the Kingdom would have been inſipid and 
tireſome to me, if it had deprived me of an Opportunity 
of enjoying your Mother's. 

Ma. Yours, no doubt, was as agreeable to her; for 
generous Minds know no Plicaſure in Society but where 
*tis mutual. 

Ther. Thou know'ſt I have no Heir, no Child, but 
thee ; the Fruits of many Years ſucceſstu! Induſtry muſt 
all be thine: Now it would give me Pleaſure, great as 
my Love, to ſce on whom you will beſtow it. I am 
daily ſolicited by Men of the greateſt Rank and Merit 
for Leave to addreſs you ; but I have hitherto declined 
to give it, in hopes that, by Obſervation, I ſhould learn 
which Way your Inclination tends ; for, as I know Love 
to be effential to Happineſs in the Marriage State, I had 
rather my Approbation ſhould confirm your Choice, than 

irett it. 

Ma. What can I fay? How ſhall I anſwer, as I 
o1ght, this Tenderneſs, ſo uncommon even in the beſt 
of Parents? But vou are without Example; yet, had 

u been leſs indulgent, I bad been moſt wretched. That 

lock on the Croud of Courtiers that vifit here, with 
equa! Eſtecm, but equal Indiffetence, you have obſerved, 
and I muſt needs confeſs; yet, had you aſſerted your 
Authority, and inſiſted on a Parent's Right to be obey'd, 
I had ſubmitted, and to my Duty ſacrificed my Peace. 

Thor. From your perfect Obedience in every other 
Inſtance, I fear'd as much; and therefore would leave 
you without a Bias in an Affair wherein your Happineſs 
is ſo immediately concern'd. 

Ma. Whether from a Want of that juſt Ambition that 
would become your Daughter, or from ſome other Caule, 
I know not; but I find high Birth and Titles don't re- 
commend the Man who owns them, to my Affections. 


Tho! * 
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Thor. I would not that they ſhould, unleſs his Merit 
recommends him more. A noble Birth and Fortune, 


though they make not a bad Man good, yet they are a 
real Advantage to a worthy one, and place his Virtues in 
the faireſt Light. 

Ma. I cannot anſwer for my Inclinations ; but they 
ſhall ever be ſubmitted ro your Wiſdom and Authority : 
And as you will! not compel me to marry where I cannot 
love. Love ſhall never make me act conttary to my Duty. 
Sir, have I your Permiſſion to retire ? 


Ther. I'll ice you to your Chamber. [ Exeunt, 


— — — 


SCENE Il. 
A Room in Millwood"s Houſe, 


Millwood ar her Toilet. Lucy waiting. 


Mill. OW do I look To-day, Lacy ? 

| Lacy. O, killingly, Madam ! A little mote 
Red, and you'll be irreſiſtible! But why this more 
than ordinary Care of your Dreſs and Complexion ? 
What new Conqueſt are you aiming at? 
Mill. A Conqueſt would be new indeed ! 

Lucy. Not to you, who make em every Day——but 
to me — Well ! *tis what Pm never to expect un- 
fortunate as I am But your Wit and Beauty 

Mill. Firſt made me a Wretch, and till continue me 
ſo. Men, however generous or fincere to one another, 
are all ſelfiſh Hypocrites in their Affairs with us. We 
are no otherwiſe eſteemed or regarded by them, but as 
we contribute to their Satisfaction. 

Lucy. You are, certainly, Madam, on the wrong Side 
in this Argument: Is not the Expence all theirs ? And 
I am ſure, it is our own Fault if we han't our Share of 
the Pleaſure. 

Mill. We are but Slaves to Men. 

Lucy. Nay, *tis they that are Slaves molt certainly, 
for we lay them under Contribution. —_ 


18 The London MercHaANT: Or, 


Mill. Slaves have no ; no, not even in them- 
3 All is the Victor's. 
cy. You are ſtrangely arbi in your Princi 
gely arbitrary in y ples, 


Mill. I would have my Conqueſt compleat, like thoſe 
of the Spaniards in the "Mn World; who firit plun- 
dered the Natives of all the Wealth they had, and then 


condemn'd the Wretches to the Mines for Life, to work 
for more. 


Lucy. Well, I ſhall never a of your Scheme of 
Government : I ſhould Ss en mo linck, 
er 
ment. 

Mill. It's a general Maxim among the knowing Part 
of Mankind, that a Woman without Virtue, e 2 
Man without Honour or Honeſty, is capable of any 
Action, though never ſo vile: And yet what Pains will 
they not take, what Arts not uſe, to ſeduce us from our 
Innocence, and make us contemptible and wicked, even 
in their own Opinion? Then is it not juſt, the Villains, 
to their Coſt, find us ſo ? But Guilt makes them 
ſuſpicious, and 2 — 
ua > ge 


MIL Such a one I think 1 I wt As I have 
_ paſſed through the City, I have often obſerv'd him re- 
ceiving and paying conſiderable Sums of Money : From 
thence I conclude he is employ'd in Affairs of Conſe- 
hy Laces. Is he kandſome ? 

Mill. Ay, ay, the Stripling is well made, and has 4 


Mill. Eighteen. 

on. = handſome, and about Eighteen ! 
You'll be vaſtly happy. Why, if you manage well, 
you may keep him to yourſelf theſe two or three 
Fals. 


Mill. 
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Mill. If I manage well, I ſhall have done with him 
much ſooner. Having long had a Deſign on him, and 
meeting him Yeſterday, I made a full Stop, and, 5. 
ang wiſhfully on his Face, aſk'd him his Name. 
bluſh'd, and bowing very low, anſver'd, George Barn 
well. I begg'd his Pardon for the Freedom I had taken, 
and told him, that he was the Perfon I had long wiſh'd 
to ſee, and to whom I had an Affair of Importance to 
communicate, at a proper Time and Place. He named 
a Tavern; I talk'd of Honour and Reputation, and 
invited him to my Houſe. He ſwallow'd the Bait, 
romis'd to come, and this is the Time I expect him. 
Knocking at the daor.] Somebody knocks D'ye 

? i am at home to nobody To-day, but him. 
[Exit Lucy.) Lefs Aﬀairs muſt give Way to thoſe of 
more Conſequence ; and I am ſtrangely miſtaken if this 
does not prove of great [mportance to me, and him too, 
before I have done with him. Now after what Man- 
ner ſhall I receive him? Let me conſider What 
manner of Perſon am I to receive? He is young, inno- 
cent, and baſhful ; therefore I muſt take Care not to put 
him out of Countenance at firſt. But then, if I have 
any Skill in Ph y, he is amorous; and, with a 
little Aſſiſtance, will ſoon get the better of his Modeſty. 
PII e'en truſt to Nature, who does Wonders in thefe 
Matters. If to ſeem what one is not, in order to be the 
better liked for what one really is; if to ſpeak one thing, 
and mean the direct contrary, be Art in a Woman 
I know nothing of Nature. 


Enter Barnwell, bowing very low. Lucy at a Diftance. 
Mill. Sir! the Surprize and — 
Barn, Madam ʒ — Joy 
Mill. This is ſuch a Favour ! —P—- | Advancing. 
Barn. Pardon me, Madam 
Mill. So unhop'd for ! [Still advances. 
[Barnwell /alutes her and retires in Confufien. 
22 To fee you here————Excuſe the Con- 
| Barn, I fear I am too bold 


Mill. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
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Mill. Alas! Sir! I may juſtly apprehend you think me 
ſo. Pleaſe, Sir, to fit. I am as much at a Loſs how to 
receive this Honour as I ought, as I am ſurpriſed at your 
Goodneſs in conferring it. 

Barn. I thought you had expected me: I promiſed to 
come. 

Mill. That is the more ſurpriſing; few Men are ſuch 
re] 2 Obſervers of their Word. 

arn. All who are honeſt, are. 

Mill. To one another; but we fimple Women are 
ſeldom thought of Conſequence enough to gain a Place 
in their Remembrance. 

[Laying her Hand on his, as by Accident. 

Barn. Her Diterder is ſo great, ſhe don't perceive 
ſhe has laid her Hand on mine. Heav'ns! how ſhe 
trembles! What can this mean! [ Hide. 

Mill. The Intereſt I have in all that relates to you, 
(the Reaſon of which you ſhall know hereafter) excites 
would pardon my 

your real Senti- 


on any 
Mill. You'll think me bold. 
Barn. No, indeed. 
Mill. What then are your Thoughts of Love ? 
Barn. If you mean the Love of Women, I have not 
thought of it at all: My Youth and Circumſtances make 
fuch Thoughts improper in me yet. But if you mean 
the general Love we owe to Mankind, I think no one 
has more of it in his Temper than myſelf: I dor't 
know that Perſon in the Worid, whoſe Happineſs I don't 
with, and wou'dn't promote, were it in my Power. In 
an 2 Manner I love my Uncle, and my Maſter ; 
but above all, my Friend. 

Mill. You have a Friend then, whom you love? 

Barn. As he does me, fincerely. 

Mil. He is, no doubt, often bleſs'd with your Com- 
pany and Converſation. 

Barn. We live in one Houſe, and both ſerve the fame 
worthy Merchant. | "_ 
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Mall. Happy, happy Youth ! whoe'er thou art, I 
envy thee, and ſo muſt all, who fee and know this 
Youth. What have I loft, by being form'd a Woman ! 
F hate my Sex, my Self. Had I been a Man, I might 
perhaps, have been as happy in your Friendſhip, as be 
who now enjoys it: But as it i+——Oh'! 

Barn. I never obſerv'd Woman before, or this is, 
ſure, the moſt beautiful of her Sex. [C Hiae.] You ſeem 
diſorder d, Madam: May I know the Cauſe ? 

Mill. Do not aſk me——— can never ſpeak it, 
whatever is the Cauſe. I wiſh for 'Things impoſſible. I 
would be a Servant bound to the ſame Matter, to live 
in one Houſe with you. 

Barn. How firange, and yet how kind, her Words 
and Actions are! And the Effect they have on me is as 
ſtrange. I feel Deſires I never knew before. I muſt be 

e while I have Power to go. [4/ide.] Madam, I 
humbly take my Leave. | 

Mill. You will not, ſure, leave me ſo ſoon! 

Barz. Indeed I muſt. 

Mill. You cannot be fo cruel! I have prepar'd a 
poor Supper, at which I promis'd myſelf your Com- 
og; I am ſorry I muſt refuſe the Honour you de- 
ſign'd me; but my Duty to my Maſter calls me hence, 
I never yet negle&ed his Service : He is ſo gentle, and 
ſo good a Maſter, that ſhould I wrong him, tho? he 
might forgive me, I never ſhould forgive myſelf. 

Mill. Am I refuſed, by the firſt Man, the ſecond Fa- 
your I ever ſtoop'd to aſk ? Go then, thou proud hard- 
hearted Youth; but know, you are the only Man that 
could be found, who would let me ſue twice for greater 
Favours. 

Barn. What ſhall I do? How ſhall I go or ftay ! 

Mill. Yet do not, do not leave me. I with my Sex's 
Pride would meet your Scorn; but when I upon 

u, when I behold thoſe Eyes — Oh! ſpare my 
— and let my Bluſhes (this Flood of Tears 
to that will force its Way) declare — what Woman's 
Modeſty ſhould hide. 

Die 40 
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Barn. Oh Heavens ! ſhe loves me, worthleſs as I am. 
Her Looks, her Words, her flowing Tears confeſs it. 
And can I leave her then ? Oh never, never. Madam, 

up your Tears. You ſhall command me always; I 
— ſtay here for ever if you wou'd have me. of 

Lucy. So ; ſhe has weedled him out of his Virtue of 
Obedience already, and will ſtrip him of all the reſt, one 
— » till ſhe has left him as few as her Ladyſhip, 
or myſelf. 

Mill. Now you are kind, indeed; but I mean not 
to detain you always: I would have you ſhake off all 
{laviſh Obedience to your Maſter ; but you may ſerve 
wy op POT REY A he'll hav Opp 

Lucy. II! Ay, or e no Oppor- 
— 1 1 his Caſh; and then he'll not ſerve 
your End, I'll be ſworn. LAlide. 


Enter Blunt. 


Blunt. Madam, Supper's on che Table. 

Mill. Come, Sir, you'll excuſe all Defects. My 
Thoughts were too much employ'd on my Gueſt to ob- 
ſerve the Entertainment. 

[ Exeunt Barnwell and Millwood. 

Blunt. What! Is all this Preparation, this elegant 
Supper, Variety of Wines, and Muſick, for the Enter- 
tainment of that young Fellow ? 

Lucy. So it ſeems. 
Blunt. How ! Is our Miſtreſs turn'd Fool at laſt ? She” 
in Love with him, I ſuppoſe. ; 

Lucy. I ſuppoſe not. But ſhe deſigns to make him in 
Love with her, if ſhe can. 

Blunt. What will ſhe get by that ? He ſeems under 
Age, and can't be ſuppos'd to have much Money. 

Lucy. But his Maſter has; and that's the ſame Thing, 
as ſhe'll manage it. 

Blunt. I don't like this fooling with a handſome young 
Fellow; while ſhe's endeavouring to enſnare him, ſhe 
may be caught herſelf. 


Lacy. 
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Nay, were ſhe like me, that would certainly be 
the gence ; for, I confeſs, there is ſomething in 
Youth and Innocence that moves me mightily. 

1 5 Ves, L Aer 
a Patridge move a mi Deſire in k to be the 
Deſtruction of it. he 

Lucy. Why, Birds are their Prey, as Men are ours ; 
though, as you obſerv'd, we are ſometimes caught our- 
ſelves. But that, I dare fay, will never be the Caſe of 


Lucy. There's no Danger of that; for I am ſure ſhe 
has no View in this Affair, but Intereſt. 
3 Well, and what Hopes are there of Sueceſs in 

5 

Lacy. The moſt promiſing that can be. Tis true, the 
Youth has his Scruples ; but ſhe'll ſoon teach him to an- 
ſwer them, by ſtifling his Conſcience. O! the Lad is 
in a hopeful Way, depend upon't ! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE draws, and diſcovers Barnwell and Millwood 
at Supper. An Entertainment of Mn/ick and Singing. 


Barn. What can I anfwer ? All that I know is, that 
you are fair, and I am miſerable. 
Mill. We are both fo, and yet the Fault is in our- 


es. 

Barn. To eaſe our preſent Anguiſh by plunging into 
3 s 
ain. 

Mill. I ſhould have thought the Joys of Love as laſting 
as they are great; if ours e otherwiſe, tis your In- 

4 ed coy o 

Barn. The Law of Heaven will not be revers'd, and 

that requires us to govern our Paſlions. 


Mi.. 
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Mill. To give us Senfe of Beauty and Deſires, and 
yet forbid us to taſte and be happy, is a Cruelty to Na- 
ture: Have we Paſſions only to torment us? 

Barn. To hear you talk, tho? in the Cauſe of Vice; 
to gaze upon your Beauty, - preſs your Hand, and fee 
our Show-white Boſom heave and fall, inflames my 

iſnes; my Pulſe beats high; my Senſes all are in a 
Hurry, and 1 am on the Rack of wild Defire. Yet, 
for a Moment's guilty Pleaſure, ſhall I loſe my Innocence, 
my Peace of Mind, and Hopes of folid Happineſs ? 


Mill. Chimeras all! Come on with me and prove 
No Toys like Woman kind, no Heawn like Love. 


Barn. I would not yet muſt 0 ———— 


Reluctant thus the Merchant quits hts Eaſe, 
And trufts to Recks and Sands, and ftormy Scat; 
In Hopes ſome unknown golden Coaft to find, 

Commits himſelf, tho” doubtful, to the Wind, 


Longs —_— Toys to come er mourns theſe left 
ind. 
[Exeunt. 


». Lent © * 
err 


r 
A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 
Enter Barnwell. 
BARNWELLI. 
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ſelf that wretched Thing, and look my honeſt Friend 
rn: 
while conceal my Guilt, at length it will be known, and 
publick Shame and Ruin muſt enſue. In the mean Time, 
what muſt be my Life? Ever to ſpeak a Language fo- 
reign to my Heart; hourly to add to the 2 
my Crimes, in order to conceal em. Sure ſuch was 
the Condition of the grand A » when firſt he loſt 
his Purity ; Like me, di „be wandered ; and 
_ OS bore all his future Hell about 


Enter Trueman. 
Tr. Barrmuwell, Oh how I rejoice to ſee you ſafe ! So 


felt on —— Account, you can't conceive how much 


you are 'd. But why thus cold and ſilent! When 
my Heart is full of Joy for your Return, why do you 
turn away? why thus avoid me? what have I done? 
how am I alter'd fince you ſaw me laſt? Or rather, 
what have you done; and why are you thus chang'd ? 
for I am ſtill the fame. 

Barn. What have I Cone indeed! F/Z2 

Tr. Notſpeak . nor look upon me 

Barn. By my Face he will diſcover all I would con- 
ceal ; methinks already I begin to hate him. Aft. 

Tr. I cannot bear this Uſage from a Friend ; one 
whom titi now I ever found fo loving; whom yet I love, 
though this Unkindnefs ſtrikes at the Root of Friendſhip, 
aud might deſtroy it in any Breaſt but mine. 

Bara. I am not well; [Turning to him.] Sleep has 
been a Stranger to theſe Eyes fince you beheld them laſt. 

Tr. Heavy they look indeed, and ſwoln with Tears; 
now they overflow. Rightly did my ſympathizing 
Heart forbode laſt Night, when thou waſt abſent, ſome - 
thing fatal to our Peace. 


B | Bary. 
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Barn. Your Friendſhip engages you too far. My 
Troubles, whate'er they are, are mine alone ; you have 
no Intereſt in them, nor ought your Concern for me to 
give you a Moment's Pain, 

Tr. You ſpeak as if you knew of Friendſhip nothing 
but the Name. Before I ſaw your Grief, I felt it. 
Since we parted laſt I have flept no more than you, but 
penſive in my Chamber fat alone, and ſpent the tedious 
Night in Wiſhes for your Safety and Return; e'en now, 
tho” ignorant of the Cauſe, your Sorrow wounds me to 
the Heart. 

Barn. Twill not be always thus. Friendſkip and all 
Engagements ceaſe, as Circumſtances and Occaſions vary; 
and fince you once may hate me, perhaps it might be 
better for us both, that now you lov'd me leſs. 

Tr. Sure I but dream! Without a Cauſe would Bar:- 
«ve/] uſe me thus? Ungenerous and ungrateful Youth, 
farewell ; I ſhall endeavour to follow your Advice. 
[Going.] Vet ſtay, perhaps, I am too raſh, and angry 
when the Cauſe demands Compaſſon. Some unforeſeen 
Calamity may have befaln him too great to bear. 

Barn. What Part am I reduced to act? ”Tis vile and 
baſe to move his Temper thus, the beſt of Friends and 
Men. 

Tr. I am to blame, pr'ythee forgive me, Barnwell. 
Try to compoſe your ruffled Mind; and let me know the 
Cauſe that thus tranſports you from yourſelf ; my friendly 
Counſel may reſtore your Peace. 

Barn. All that is poſſible for Man to do for Man, your 
generous Friendſhip may effect; but here even that's in 
vain. 

Tr. Something dreadful is Iabouring in your Breaſt; 
O give it vent, and let me ſhare your Grief ; 'twill eaſe 
your Pain, ſhould it adinit no Cure, and make it lighter 
by the Part I bear. 

Barn. Vain Suppofition ! my Woes increaſe by being 
obſerv'd ; ſhould the Cauſe be known, they would ex- 
ceed all Bounds. 

Tr. So well I know thy honeſt Heart, Guilt cannot 
harbour there. 


Barn. 


The Hiſtory of Gzoxce BarnweLL. 27 


Barn. O Torture inſupportable ! Hide. 
Tr. Then why am I cluded ? Have I These i : 
would conceal from you ? 

Barn. If ftill you urge me on this hated Subject, Þll 
never enter more beneath this Roof, nor fee your Face 

Tr. Tis ſtrange but I have done, ſay but you 
hate me not. 

Barn. Hate you! I am not that Monſter yet. 

Tr. Shall our Friendſhip ſtill continue: 

Bars. It's a Blefling I never was worthy of, yet now 
muſt ſtand on Terms; and but upon Conditions can coa- 
firm it. 

Tr. What are they ? 

Barn. Never hereafter, tho* you ſhould wonder at 
my Conduct, defire to know more than I am willing to 
reveal. 

Tr. Tis hard, but upon any Conditions I mull be 


your Friend. 1 
Barn. Then, as much as one loſt to himſelf can be 
another's, I am your's. [ Embracing, 


Tr. Be ever fo, and may Heaven reſlore your Peace ! 

Barn. Will Yeſterday return? We have heard the 
glorious Sun, that till then inceifant roll'd, once ſtopp'd 
his rapid Courſe, and once wert back: The Dead have 
riſen, and pareh'd Rocks pour'd forth a liguid Stream 
to quench a People's Thirſt: The Sea divided, and 
form'd Walls of Water, while a whole Nation paſs'd 
in Safety thro” its ſaudy Boſom: Hungry Lions have 
refus'd their Prey: And Men unhurt have wals'd amidſt 
conſuming Flames; but never yet did 'Time, once paſt, 
return. 

Tr. Tho? the continued Chain of Time has never 
once been broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted muſt 
keep on its Courſe, till, loſt in Eternity, it ends here 
it firſt began; yet as Heaven can repair whatever Evils 
Time can bring upon us, we ought never to deſpair, 
But Buſineſs requires our Atter.dance ; Buſineſs the Vouth's 
beſt Preſervitive trom Il, as Idleneſs his woril of Snare:. 
Will you ov n ae ? 


N 2 Born. ; 
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Barn. I'll take a little Time to reſſect on what has 
patt, and follow you. [Exit Trueman.] I might have 
truſted Trueman, and engaged him to apply to my Uncle 
to repair the Wrong I have done my Maſter ; but what 
of Millauoaa? Muſt I expoſe her too ? Ungenerous and 
baſe ! 1 hen Heaven requires it not. But Heaven re- 
quires that I forſake her. What! never to ſee her more 
Does Heaven require that? I hope I may ſee her, and 
Heaven not be offended. Preſumptuous Hope! Dearly 
already have I prov'd my Frailty. Should 1 once more 
tempt Heaven, I may be left to fall, never to riſe again. 
Yet mall I leave her, for ever leave her, and not let her 
know the Cauſe ? She who loves me with ſuch a bound- 
leſs Paſſion! Can Crueity be Duty ? I judge of what ſhe 
then muſt feel, by what I now endure. The Love of 
Life, and Fear of Shame, oppoſcd by Inelination ſtrong 
as Death or Shame, like Wind and Tide in raging Con- 
flict met, when neither can prevail, keep me in doubt : 
How then can I determine ? 


Enter Thorow good. 


Thor. Without a Cauſe aſſign'd, or Notice given, to 
abſent yourſelf laſt Night was a Fault, young Man, and 
came to chide you for it, but hope I am prevented. 
That modeit Bluſh, the Confufion fo vifible in your Face, 
ſpeak Grief and Shame. When we have offended Hea- 
ven, it requires no more; and ſhall Man, who needs 
himſelf to be forgiven, be harder to appeaſe? If my 
Pardon or Love be of Moment to your Peace, look up 
ſecure of both. 

Barn. This Goodnefs has o'ercome me. [ {/de.] O 
Sir! you know nct the Nature and Extent of my Of- 
fence ! and I ſtiould abuſe your miſtaken Bounty to re- 
ceive it. Tho' I had rather die than ſpeak my Shame; 
tho? Racks could not have forced the guilty Secret from 
my Breali, your Kindneſs has. 

T her. Enough, enough, whate'er it be, this Concern 
ſhews you're convinc'd, and I am fatisfed. How pain- 
zul is the Senſe of Guilt to an ingenuous Mind? Some 
youthful Folly, which it were prucent not to inquire in- 

to 
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to. When we conſider the frail Condition of Huma- 
nity, it may raiſe our Pity, not our Wonder, that Youth 
ſhould go aſtray ; when Reaſon, weak at the beſt, oppo- 
— to Inclination, ſcarce form'd, and wholly unaſſiſted 

y Experience, faintly contends, or willingly becomes 
the Slave of Senſe. The State of Youth 1 2 to be 
deplored, and the more ſo, becauſe they ſee it not; be- 
ing then to Danger moſt expoſed, when they are I-ait 
—— for 8 , Har. 

Barn. It will be known, and you recall vour Pardon 
and abhor me. | 

Thor. I never will. Yet be upon your Guard in this 

y thoughtleſs Seaſon of your Life; when the Senſe of 

fure's quick, and Paſſions high, the voluptuous Ap- 
petites, raging and fierce, demand the ſtrongeſt Curb; 
take heed of a Relapſe : When Vice becomes Labitual 
the very Power of leaving it is loſt. 

Barn. Hear me, on my Knees, confeſ. —— 

Ther. Not a Syllable more upon thi- Subject; it were 
not Mercy but Cruelty, to hear what mull pive 99 
ſuch Torment to reveal. 

Barn. This Generofity amazes and diilratt- me. 

Ther. This Remorſe makes thee dearer to me than if 
thou hadſt never offended. Whatever is your Fault, of 
this I am certain, twas harder for you to offend thaw me 
to pardon. [ Exit Thorowgocd, 

Barn. Villain! Villain! Villain! baſely to wrong fn 
excellent a Man. Shou'd I again return to Folly ? 
Deteſted Thought But what of Milkwcd then? — 
Why, I renounce her ; I give her up The 
Struggle's over, and Virtue has prevail'd. Reaſon may 
convince, but Gratitude compels. This unlook'd for 
Generoſity has ſav'd me from Deſtruction. [Garrg, 


"Enter a Footman. 


Foer. Sir, two Ladies from your Uncle in the Coun- 

try, defire to fee you. 
Barn. Who ſhould they be? [Hf.] Tell them I'll 
wait upon em. [ Exit Footman. 
B 3 Barn. 


* 
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Barn. Methinks I dread to fee em. Now 
every Thing alarms me.— Guilt, what a Coward 
haſt thou made me 


SCENE II. 
Another Room in Thorowgood”s Houſe. 


Mi:lwood and Lucy diſcevered. Enter Footman. 


Feit. Ladies, he'll wait upon you immediately. 
Mil. *Tis very well. I thank you, [Exit Feet. 


Enter Barnwell. 


Barn. Onfuſion ! Millwood / 

Mill. That angry Look tells me, that here 
Jam an unwelcome Gueſt ; I fear'd as much! the Un- 
happy are fo every where. 

Barn. Will nothing but my utter Ruin content you? 

Al. Unkind and cruel! Loſt myſelf, your Happi- 
nels is now my only Care. 

Barn. Flow did you gain Admiſſion ? | 

Mell. Saying we were deſired by your Uncle to viſit 
and deliver a Meſſage to you, we were received by the 
Family without Suſpicion, and with much Reſpect con- 
ducted here. 

Barn, Why did you come at all ? 

Mill. I never ſhall trouble you more: I'm come to 
take my Leave for ever. Such is the Malice of my Fate : 
go hopeleſs, deſpairing ever to return. This Hour is 
all I have left: One ſhort Hour is all I have to beſtov/ 


on Love and you, for whom I thought the longeſt Lite 
too ſhort. 


Barn. Then we are met to part for ever ? 

Mill. It muſt be fo. Yet think not that Time or Ab- 
ſence ſhall ever put a Period to my Grief, or make me 
love you lefs. Tho' I muſt leave you, yet condemn me 


Lot. 
Barn, 
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Barn. Condemn you ! No, I approve your Reſolution, 
and rejoice to hear it; 'tis juſt ——tis neceſſiry, 
J have well weigh'd and found it fo. 

Lucy. Pm afraid the young Man has more Senſe than 
ſhe thought he had. h [ 4/zav. 

Barn. Before you came, I kad determin'd never to 
ſee vou more. 

Mill. Confuſion ! [ tad. 

Lucy. Ar, we are all out; this is a Turn fo unex- 
pecte , that I ſhall make nothing of my Part; they muſt 
den play the Scene betw:xt themſelves. LA bt. 

Mill. Twas ſome Relief to think, tho” abſent, you 
would love me ſtill; but to find, tho' Fortune had been 
indulgent, that yon, more cruel and inconftant, had re- 
ſolved to caſt me off. This, as I never could expect, 
I have not learnt to bear. 

Barn. I am forry to hear you blame me in a Reſolu- 
tion, that ſo well becomes us both. 

Mill. I have Reaſon for what I do, but you have 
none. 

Barn. Can we want a Reaſon for parting, who have 
ſo many to with we never had met? 

Ml. Look on me, Bernauell; Am I deform'd or 
old, that Satiety fo ſoon ſucceeds Enjoyment ? Nay, look 
again; Am I not ſhe whom Yelterday you thought the 
faireſt and the kindeſt of her Sex? whote Hand, trem- 
bling with Ecſtacy, you preſs'd and moulded thus, while 
on my Eyes you gazed with ſuch Delight, as it Deüre 
increaſed by being fed. 

Born. No more; let me repent my former Follies, it 
poſſible, without remembriag what they were. 

ALI. Vhy ? 

Burn. Such is my Frailty, that 'tis dangerous. 

Mill. Where is the Danger, ſince we are to part? 

Born. The Thought of that already is too painful. 

Mill. It it be painful to part, then I may hope at leaſt 
you do not hate me ? B 

Barn. No — no ——T never ſaid I did 
Heart! | 

Mill. Perhaps you pity me 1 


O my 


4 Barn. 
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Barn. I do- I do———Indeed I do. 

Mill. You'll think upon me ? 

Barn. Doubt it not, while I can think at all. 

Mill. You may judge an Embrace at parting too great 
a Favour—though it would be the laſt. ¶ He draus back. 
A Look ſhall then ſuffice Farewell for ever. 

[ Exeunt Millwood and Lucy. 

Burn. If to reſolve to ſuffer he to conquer. have 

conquer d. Painful Victory? 


Nee: ter Millwood and Lucy. 


Al. One thing I had forgot; I nerer muſt 
return to my own Houſe again. This I thought proper 
do let you know, leit your Mind ſhould .— ge, and you 
mould ſeek in vain to find me there. ve me this 
ſecond Intruſion ; I only came to give — is Caution, 
and that perhaps was needleſs. 

Barn. [ hope it was, yet it is kind, and I muſt thank 

- O'l it. 
e, My Friend, your Arm. [Te Lucy.) New I am 
"0 © | x ever. Ct. 

Jura. One Thing more — Sure there's no Danger in 
t.1 knowing where you go? If you think otherwiſe— 

All. Alas! [ Weeping. 

Lucy. We are right, I find; that's my Cue. [ Aſcac. 
Ah! dear, Sir, ſhe's — whither; but 
go ſhe muſt. 

Barn. Humanity obliges me to wiſh you well : Why 
will 2 — 6s expo yours: yourſelf to needles Troubles ? 

's no Hel : She muſt quit the 
TP 1 Ao and the as ſoon as poſſible. 
It was no ſmall Matter, you may be ſure, that could 
make her reſolve to leave you. 

Mill. No more, my Friend; fince he for whoſe dear 
Sake alone I ſuffer, and am content to ſuffer, is kind 
and pities me. Where'er I wander thro Wilds and De- 
farts benighted and forlorn, that 'Thought ſhall give me 
Comfort. 

Bara. For my Sake! —— © tell me how; which 
way am [I fo cursꝰd to bring ſuch Ruin on thee ? 2 
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Mill. No matter, I am contented with my Lot. 

Barn. Leave me not in this Incertainty. 

Mill. J have ſaid too much. 

Barn. How, how am I the Cauſe of your Undoing ? 

Mill. To know it will but increaſe your Troubles. 

Barn, My Troubles can't be gr.ater than they are. 

Lacy. Well, well, Sir, if ſhe won't fatisfy you, I 
will. 

Barn. I am bound to you beyond Expreſſion. 

Mill. Remember, Sir, that I deſired you not to hear it. 

Barn. Begin and eaſe my racking Expectation. 

Lucy. Why, you muſt know, my Lady here was an 
only Child, and her Parents dying while ſhe was young, 
left her and her Fortune (no inconſiderable one I aſſure 
you) to the Care of a Gentleman, who has a good Eſtate 
of his own. 

il. Ay, ay, the barbarous Man is rich enough; but 
what are Riches when compared to Love ? 

Lucy. For a while he perform'd the Office of a faith- 
tal Guardian, ſettled her in a Houſe, hir'd her Servants. 
But you have ſeen in what Manner ſhe liv'd, fol 
need ſay no more of that. 

Al. How | ſhall live kcreafter, Ileaven knows! 

[ncy. All Things went on as one could wiſh ; till 
ſome Time ago, Nis Wife dying, he fell violently in 
T ove with his Charge, and wau'd fain have marry'd her: 
Now the Man is neither old nor ugly, but a good per- 
ſonable Sort of a Man, but 1 don't know how it was, 
fhe cou'd never en lure him. In ſhort, her il Uſage fo 
p ovosed him, that he brought in an Ac.ount of his 
F xecutorſhip, whercin he mikes her Debtor to him.— 

Mil. A Trifle in uielf, but more than enough to 
ruin me, whom by his unjuſt Account he had {tripp'd of 
all before. 

Lucy. Now ſae having neither Money, nor Friend, 
except me, who am as unfortunate a3 herſelf, he com- 
pell'd her to paſs his Account, and give Bond for the 
Sum he demanded ; but ſtill provided handſomely fer 
her, and continued his Courtſhip, till being inform'd by 
his Spies (truly I ſuſpect ſome in her own Family) that 

Bg you 
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you were entertain'd at her Houſe, and ftay'd with her 
all Night, he came this Morning raving and ſtorming 
like a Madman, talks no more of Marriage, (fo there's 
no Hope of making up Matters that way) but vows her 
Ruin, unleſs ſhe'll allow him the ſame Favour that he 
tuppoſes ſhe granted you. | 

arn. Muſt ſhe be ruin'd, or find her Refuge in an- 
other's Arms ? 

Mill. He gave me but an Hour to reſolve in; that's 
happily ſpent with you — And now I go 

Barn. To be expos'd to all the Rigours of the various 
Seaſons ; the Summer's parching Heat, and Winter's 
Cold; unhouſed, to wander, friendleſs, thro”? the un- 
hoſpitable World, in Miſery and Want ; attended with 
Fear and Danger, and purſued by Malice and Revenge. 
Wou'dit thou endure all this for me, and can I do no- 
thing, nothing, to prevent it ? 

Lacy. *Tis really a Pity, there can be no way found 
out. 

Barn. O where are all my Reſolutions now? Like 
early Vapours, or the Morning Dew, chas'd by the 
Sun's warm Beams, they're vaniſh'd and loſt, as tho” 
they had never been. 

Lacy. Now I adviſed her, Sir, to comply with the 
Gentleman; that would not only put an End to her 
troubles, but make her Fortune at once. 

Barn. Tormenting Fiend, away! I had rather perilh, 
nay, ſee her periſh, than have her ſaved by him. I will 
mz ielf prevent her Ruin, tho” with my own. A No- 
meut's * ; Pl] return immediately. 

[ Exit Barnwell. 

Lucy. *T was well you came, or, by what I can per- 
cerve, you had loſt him. 

Mil. That, I mult confeſs, was a Danger I did not 
foreſee ; I was ouly afraid he ſhould have come without 
Money. You know, a Houſe of Entertainment, like 
mine, is not kept without Expence. 

Lucy. That's very true; but then you ſhould be rea- 
tur.abie in your Demands ; *tis pity to diſcourage a young 
Man. : 

3777. Leare that to me. 


Re-entey 
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Re-enter Barnwell, with a Bag of Money. 

Barn. What am I about todo? Now you, who 
boaſt your Reaſon all ſufficient, ſuppoſe yourſelves in my 
Condition, and determine for me; whether *tis right to 
let her ſuffer for my Faults, or, by this ſmall Addition 
to my Guilt, prevent the ill Effects of what is pait. 

Lucy. Theſe young Sinners think every Thing in the 
Ways of Wickedneſs fo ſtrange ! But I cou'd tell 
him, that this is nothing but what's very common; for 
one Vice as naturally begets another, as a Father a Son. 
But he'!l find out that himſelf, if he lives long enough. 

[ Afrde. 

Born. Here, take this, and with it purchaſe your De- 
liverance ; return to your Houſe, and live in Peace and 
Safety. 

Mill. So I may hope to fee you there again? 

Barn. Anſwer me not, but fly, left, in the Agonies 
of my Remorſe, I take again what is not mine to give, 
and abandon thee to Want and Miſery. 

Mill. Say but you'll come. 

Barn, You are my Fate, my Heaven, or my Hell; 
only leave me now, diſpoſe of me hereafter as you 
pleaſe. [ Exeunt Millwood and Lucy. 

Born, What have I done? Were my Reſolution; 
funded cn Reaſon, and ſincerely made? Why then ha: 
Heaven ſuffered me to fall? I fought not the Occaſion ; 
and, if my [Heart deceives me nut, Compaſſion and 
Generoũty were my Motives. I; Virtue incoulittert 
w:th itfelt ? or are Vice and \ irtue only empty Names? 
Or do they depend on Accidents, beyond our Power to 
produce, or to prevent; wherein we have no Part, and 
yet mult be determined by the Event ?—But why ſhould 
1 attempt to reaſon ? All is Confuſion, Horror, aud Re- 
morſe. I find I am loft, cait down from all my late- 
erected Hope, and plunged again in Guilt, yet ſcarce 
Know how or why: 

Such und:/tingai/Þ'd Horrors make my Brain, 
Like Il, the Seat of Darkne/s and if Pain. 
Exit. 


< 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 


Eater Thorowgood and Trueman. 


THOROWGOOD. 


ETHINKS I would not have you only learn 

the Method of Merchandize, and practice it 
hereafter merely as a Means of getting Wealth : It will 
be well worth your Pains to it as a Science, to ſee 
how it is founded in Reaſon, — the Nature of Things; 
how it promotes Humanity, as it has open'd, and yet 
keeps up, an Intercourſe between Nations, far remote 
from one another in Situation, Cuſtoms and Religion; 
promnny Arts, Induſtry, Peace and Plenty ; by mutual 

ts diffuſing mutual Love from Pole to Pole. 

Tr. Something of this I have conſider'd, and hope, 
by your Aſſiſtance, to extend my Thoughts much tar- 
ther. I have obſerv'd thoſe Countries where Trade is 
promoted and encouraged, do not make Diſcoveries to 
defiroy, but to improve Mankind; by Love and Friend- 
ſhip to tame the Fierce, and polifh the moſt Savage; to 
teach them the Advantage of honeſt Traffick, by taking 
from them, with their own Conſent, their uſeleſs Super- 
fluities ; and giving them, in Return, what, from their 
Ignorance in manual Arts, their Situation, or ſome other 
Accident, they ſtand in need of. 

Thor. Tis juſtly obſerv'd, The populons Eaſt, luxu- 
riant, abounds with glittering Gems, bright Pearls, aro- 
matick Spices, and Health reſtoring Drugs: The late 
found Weſtern World's rich Earth glows w:th —_— 

1 


The Hiſtery of Gzonce BarnweLL. 37 


ber'd Veins of Gold and Silver Ore. On every Climate, 
and on every Country, Heaven has beſtowed ſome Good 
peculiar to itſelf, It is the induſtrious Merchant's Buſi- 
neſs to collect the various Bleſſings of each Soil and Cli- 
mate; and, with the Product of the Whole, to enrich 


his native Country Well! I have examin'd your 
Accounts: They are not only juſt, as I have always 
found them, but regularly kept, and fairly enter'd. I 
commend your Diligence. Method in Buſineſs is the 
ſureſt Guide: He oo neglects it, frequently ſtumbles, 
and always wanders perplex'd, uncertain, and in Danger. 
Are Barmuells Accounts ready for my Inſpection? He 
does not uſe to be the laſt on theſe Occaſions. 
Tr. Upon receiving your Orders he retir'd, I thought, 
in ſome Confuſion. If you pleaſe, I'II go and haften 
him. I hope he has not been guilty of any Neglect. 
Thor. I'm now going to the Exchange ; let him know, 
at my Return, I expect to find him ready. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Maria, with a Book. Sits and reads. 


Ma. How forcible is Truth ? The weakeſt Mind, in- 
ſpir'd with Love of that, fix'd and collected in it itſelf, 
with Indifference beholds the united Force of Earth and 
Hell oppoſing. Such Souls are rais'd above the Senſe of 
Pain, or ſo ſupported, that they regard it not. The 
Martyr cheaply purchaſes his Heaven; ſmall are his 
Sufferings, great is his Reward. Not fo the Wretch 
who combats Love with Duty ; whoſe Mind, weaken'd 
and diffolv'd by the ſoft Paſſion, feeble and hopeleſe, 
oppoſes his own Deſires. What is an Hour, a 


Day, a Year of Pain, to a whole Life of Tortures ſuch 


as theſe ? 
Enter Trueman. 

Tr. O Barnwell! O my Friend! how art thou 
fallen ! 

Ma. Ha! Barnwell! What of him? Speak, ſay 
what of Barnwell ! 

Tr. Tis not to be conceal'd : I've News to tell of 
him that will afflict your generous Father, yourſelf, and 
all who know him, 

Ada. 


* 
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Ma. Defend us Heaven ! 
Tr. I cannot ſpeak it. See there 
Trueman gives a Lerter ; Maria reads. 
7 Know my Abſence will ſurpriſe my honoured Maſter and 
yourſelf; and the more, when you ſhall underſland, that 
the Reaſon of my withdrawing is my having embe=zled 
Part of the Caſh with which I was intrufted. After this, 
"tis needleſs ta inform you, that I intend never to return 
again. Though this might have been known, by examin- 
ing my Accounts; yet, to prevent that unneceſſary Trouble, 
end to cut off all fruitleſs Expectations of my Return, I 


have left this from the loſt 
| George Barnwell. 


Tr. Loſt indeed ! Yet how he ſhould be guilty of what 
he there charges himſelf withal, raiſes my Wonder equal 
to my Grief. Never had Youth a higher Senſe of Virtue. 
Tuftly he thought, and, as he thought, he practiſed ; ne- 
ver was Lite more regular than his. An Underſtanding 
uncommon at his Years, an open, generous Manlineſs of 
Temper ; his Manners eaſy, unaffected and engaging. 

Ma. This, and much more you might have ſaid with 
Truth. He was the Delight of every Eye, and Joy of 
every Heart that knew him. | 

Tr. Since ſuch he was, and was my Friend, can I 
ſupport his Loſs? See the faireſt happieſt Maid this 
wealthy City boaſts, kindly condeſcends to weep for thy 
unhappy Fate, poor ruin'd Barnwell / 

Ma. Trueman, do you think a Soul fo delicate as his, fo 
tenſible of Shame, can e'cr ſubmit to live a Slave to Vice? 

Tr. Never, never. So well I know him, l'm ſure 
this Act of his, ſo contrary to his Nature, mutt have 
been cauſed by ſome unavoidable Neceſſity. 

Ma. Is there no Means yet to preſerve him ? 

Tr. O that there were! But few Men recover Repu- 
tation loſt, a Merchant never. Nor would he, I fear, 
tho? I ſhould find him, ever be brought to look his in- 
jur'd Maſter in the Face. 

Ma. | fear as much, and therefore would never have 
my Father know it. 


Tr, 
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Tr. That's impoſſible. 
Ma. What's the Sum ? 


Tr. Tis conſiderable : Pve mark'd it here to ſhew it, 
with the Letter, to your Father at his Return. 
Ma. If F ſhould ſupply the Money, cou'd you fo diſ- 


p_ of that, and the Account, as to conceal this unhappy 
iſmanagement from my Father ? 

Tr. Nothing more eaſy. But can you intend it? 
Will you fave a helpleſs Wretch from Ruin? Oh! 'twere 
an Act worthy ſuch exalted Virtue as Maria's. Sure 
Heaven, in Mercy to my Friend, inſpired the generous 
Thought. 

Ma. Doubt not but I would purchaſe fo great a Hap- 
— * a much dearer Price. But how ſhall he be 

oun 

Tr. Truſt to my Diligence for that. In the mean 
Time, Pl! conceal his Abſence from your Father, or 
find ſuch Excuſes for it, that the real Cauſe ſhall never 
be ſuſpected. 

Ma. In attempting to fave from Shame, one who we 
= may yet return to Virtue, to Heaven, and you, the 

nly Witneſſes of this Action, I appeal, whether I do 
= Thing miſbecoming my Sex and Character. 

Tr. Earth muſt approve the Deed, and Heaven, I 
doubt not, will reward it. 

Ma. If Heaven ſuccceds it, I am well rewarded. A 
Virgin's Fame is ſullied by Suſpicion's lighteſt Breath: 

nd therefore as this muſt be a Secret to my Father and 
the World, for Barnwel's Sake; for mine, let it be fo 


to him. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE I. 
A Room in Millwood's Fuſe. 
Enter Lucy and Blunt. 
Lucy. ELL! what do you think of A — 
Conduct now ? 4G - 


Blunt. 1 own it is ſurpriſing : I don't know which to 
admire moſt, her feigned or his real Paſſion ; tho” I have 


ſome- 


1 
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ſometimes been afraid, that her Avarice would diſcover 
her, But his Youth, and want of Experience, make it 
the eafier to impoſe on him. 

Lney. No, it is his Love. To do him Juftice, not- 
withſtanding his Youth, he don't want Underſlanding. 
But you Men are much eafier impoſed on in theſe Affairs, 
than your Vanity will allow you to believe. Let me ſee 
the wiſeſt of you all as much in Love with me, as Barn- 
acell is with Millevuced, and I'll engage to make as great 
a Fool of him. 

Blunt. And, all Circumſtances conſider'd, to make as 
much Money of him too ? 

Lucy. I can't anſwer for that. Her Artifice in making 
him rob his Maſter at firſt, and the various Stratagems 
by which ſhe has obliged him to continue that Courſe, 
altoniſh even me, who know her fo well. 

Blunt. But then you are to conkder, that the Moncy 
was his Maſter's. 

Lucy. There was the Difficulty of it. Had it been 
his own, it had been nothing. Were the World his 
ſhe might have it for a Smile. But thoſe golden Days 
are gone; he's ruin'd, and Milkvood”'s Hopes of farther 
Profits there are at an End. 

Blunt. That's no more than we all expected. 

Lucy. Being call'd by his Mafter to make up his Ac- 
counts, he was forc'd to quit his Houſe and Service, 
and wiſely flies to Milkweed for Relief and Entertain- 
ment. 

Blunt. I have not heard of this before: How did ſhe 
. receive him? 

Lucy. As you wou'd expect. She wonder'd what he 
meant, was aftoniſh'd at his Impudenc”, and with an Air 
of Modeſty, peculiar to herſelf, ſwore fo heartily, that 
ſhe never ſaw him before, that ſhe put me out of Coun- 
tenance. | 

Blunt. That's much indeed! But how did Barne/ 
behave ? 

Lucy. He griev'd, and at length, enraged at this bar- 
barous Treatment, was preparing to be gone; and, 
making 
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making towards the Door, ſhew'd a Sum of Money, 
which he had brought from his Maſter's, the laſt he is 
ever like to have from thence. 

Blunt. But then Millwood ? 

Lucy. Ay, ſhe, with her uſual Addrefs, returned to her 
old Arts of lying, ſwearing and diſſembling ; hung on 
his Neck, wept, and ſwore twas meant in Jeſt. The 
amorous Youth melted into Tears, threw the Money in- 
22 and ſwore he had rather die than think her 


Blunt. Strange Infatuation ! 

Lucy. But what enſued was ſtranger ſtill. As Doubts 
and Fears, followed by Reconcilement, ever increaſe 
Love where the Paſſion is ſincere ; fo in him it caus'd fo 
wild a Tranſport of exceſſive Fondneſs, ſuch Joy, ſuch 
Grief, ſuch Pleaſure, and ſuch Anguiſh, that Nature 
ſeem'd fnking with the Weight, his charm'd Soul 
diſpoſed to quit his Breaſt — hers. Juſt then, when 
every Paſſion with lawleſs Anarchy prevail'd, and Rea- 
ſon was in the raging Ter:»eft loſt, the cruel, artful 
Ailkuod prevaild upon the wretched Youth to promiſe 
what I tremble but to think on. | 

— 4 ＋ 12 ! wry gens 

. You wi more ſo, to it is to attempt 
the Life of his neareſt Relation, and beſt Benefator.— 
Blunt. His Uncle! whom we have often heard him 
ſpeak of, as a Gentleman of a Eſtate, and fair 
CharaQter, in the Country where he lives ! 

Lacy. The fame. She was no ſooner poſſeſſed of the 
laſt dear Purchaſe of his Ruin; but her Avarice, inſatiats 
9 Grave, demanded this horrid Sacrifice. __ 

s near Relation, and unſuſpected Virtue, m I 
too eaſy Means to ſeize this Man's Tease; 
whoſe Blood muſt ſeal the dreadful Secret, and prevent 
the Terrors of her guilty Fears. 

Blunt. Is it poſſible ſhe cou'd perſuade him to do an 
Act like that? He is by Nature honeſt, „ com- 
paſſionate and generous. And tho' his Love, and her 
artful Perſwaſions, have wrought him to practice o_ 
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he moſt abhors ; yet we all can witneſs for him, with 
what ReluQance he has ſtill complied : So many Tears 
he ſhed o'er each Offence, as might, if poſſible, ſanQify 
Theft, and make a Merit of a Crime. 

Lucy. "Tis true, at the naming the Murder of his 
Uncle, he ſtarted into Rage; and, breaking from her 
Arms, (where ſhe *ti!l then had held him with well diſ- 
ſembled Love, and falſe Endearments) called her cruel, 
Monſter, Devil, and told her ſhe was born for his De- 
ſtruction. She thought in not for her Purpoſe to meet 
his Rage with her Rage, but affected a moſt paſſionate 
Fit of Grief, railed at her Fate, and curs'd her wayward 
Stars, that flill her Wants ſhou'd force her to preſs him 
to act ſuch Deeds, as ſhe muſt needs abhor as well as he. 
She told him Neceſſity had no Law, and Love ro 
Bounds ; that therefore he never truly loy'd, but meant 
in her Neceflity to forſake her. Then ſhe kneel'd and 
ſwore, that ſince by his Refuſal he bad given her Cauſe to 
doubt his Love, ſhe never wou'd ſee him more; unleſs, 
to prove it true, he robb'd his Uncle, to ſupply her 
Wants, and murder'd him to keep it from Diſcovery. 

Blunt. I am aſtoniſhed ! What aid he? 

Lucy. Speechleſs he ſtood ; but in his Face you might 
have read, that various Paſſions tore his very Soul. Oſt 
he in Anguiſh threw his Eyes towards Heaven, and 
then as often bent their Beams on her; then wept, and 
groan'd, and beat his troubled Breaft ; at length, with 

orror not to be expreſs'd, he cry'd, Thou curled 
Fair! have not I given dreadful Proofs of Love? What 
drew me from my youthful Innocence, and ſtainꝰd my 
then unſpotted Soul, but Love! What cauſed me to 
rob my worthy gentle Ma?-:, but curſed Love? What 
makes me now a Fug'tive rom his Service, loath'd 
by myſelf, and ſcorn'd by all the World, but Love ? 
What fills my Eyes with Tears, my Soul with Tor- 
ture, never felt on this Side Death before ? Why Love, 
Love, Love: And why, above all, do I reſolve (for, 
tearing his Hair, he cried, I do reſolve) to kill my 
Uncle ? 

Blunt. 
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Blunt. Was ſhe not moved ? It makes me weep to 
hear the ſad Relation. = 

Lucy. Ves with Joy, that ſhe had gain'd her Point. 
She gave him no Time to cool, but u him to at- 
tempt it inſtantly. He's now gone. If he performs it, 
and eſcapes, there's more Money for her; if not, he'll 
ne'er return, and then ſhe's fairly rid of him. 
—_ Tis Time the World were rid of ſuch a Mon- 


Lucy. If we don't uſe our endeavours to prevent the 
Murder, we are as bad as ſhe. 

Blunt. I'm afraid it is too late. 

Lacy. Perhaps not. Her Barbarity to Barnwell makes 
me hate her. We have run too great a Length with her 

I did not think her or myſclf fo wicked, as I 
find, upon Reflection, we are. 

Blunt. "Tis true we have been all too much fo. 
But there is ſomething ſo horrid in Murder, that all 
other Crimes ſeem nothing when compared to that: I 
would not be involy'd in the Guilt of it for all the 
World. 

Lucy. Nor I, Heaven knows. Therefore let us 


clear ourſelves, by doing all that is in our Power to pre- 
vent it. I have juſt thought of a Way, that to me ſeems 


De: 


_ Will you join with me to detect this curſed 

? 

Blant. With all my Heart. He who knows of a 

Murder intended to be committed, and does not diſco- 

ver it, in the Eye of the Law and Reaſon is a Murderer. 
Lacy. Let us loſe no Time; Pl acquaint you with 


the Particulars as we go. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE IL 
A Walk at ſome Diftance from a Country Seat. 
Enter Barnwell. 


Barn. Diſmal Gloom obſcures the Face of Day: 
; Either the Sun has flipt behind a Cloud, or 
Journey's down the Weſt of Heaven with more than 
common 
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common Speed, to avoid the Sight of what I am doom'd 
to act. Since I ſet forth on this accurs'd Defign, where- 
e'er I tread, methinks, the ſolid Earth trembles beneath 
my Feet. Yonder limped Stream, whoſe hoary Fall has 
made a natural Caſcade, as I paſs'd by, in doleful Ac- 
cents ſeem'd to murmur Murder! The Earth, 
the Air, and Water ſeem'd coiucern'd. But that's not 
ſtrange: The World is puniſh'd, and Nature feels a 
Shock, when Providence permits a good Man's Fall. 


Juſt Heaven ! then what ſhould I feel for him that was 


deftin'd Murderer Ii ſtiffen with Horror at my own 
Impiety Tis yet unperform'd—— What if I quit 
my bloody Purpoſe, and fly the Place! [ Going, then flops. ] 
But whither, O whither ſhall I fly ? My Ma- 
ſter's once friendly Doors are ever ſhut againſt me; and 
without Money Milkweed will never fee me more, ard 
ſe has got ſuch firm Poſſeſſion of my Heart, and go- 
verns there with ſuch deſpotick Sway, that Life is not to 
be endured without her. Ay, there's the Cauſe of all 
my Sin and Sorrow: Tis more than Love; it is the 
Fever of the Soul, and Madneſs of Defire. In vain 
does Nature, Reaſon, Conſcience, all oppoſe it; the 
impetuous Paſſion bears down all before it, and drives 
me on to Luſt, to Theft and Murder. Oh Conſcience ! 
feeble Guide to Virtue! thou only ſhew'ſt us when we 
aſtray, but wanteft Power to ſtop us in our Courſe— 
in yonder ſhady Walk I fee my Uncle——He's 
alone Now for my Diſguiſe. [ Plucks out a Vizor.| 
This is his Hour of private Meditation. Thus 
daily he prepares his Soul for Heaven, while I——But 
what have I to do with Heaven? Ha! No Struggles, 
Conſcience 
Hence, hence, Nemorſe, and ev'ry Thought that's goed ! 
The Storm that Luft began, muſt end in Blood. 


{Puts on the Vizer, draws a Piſtol, and [Exit. 
SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
A cloſe Walk in a Wood. 


Euter Uncle. 
Un. IF I were ſuperſtitious, I ſhould fear ſome Dan- 
8 lurk d unſeen, or Death were nigh. A 
heavy Melancholy clouds my Spirits. My Imagination 
i y Forms of d Graves, Bodies 
th ; when the lengthen'd Viſage 
ing Eye, and the meſing Soul, at 
and Horror, Pity and Averſion. I 
will indulge the Thought. The wiſe Man prepares 
himſelf for Death, by making it familiar to his Mind. 
When ſtrong Refleftions hold the Mirror near, and the 
Living in the Dead behold their future Self; how does 
each inordinate Paſſion and Deſire ceaſe, or ſicken at the 
View! The Mind ſcarce moves; the Blood, curdling 
and chill'd, creeps ſlowly thro” the Veins: Fix'd, till, 
and motionleſs we ſtand, ſo like the folemn Object of 
our Thoughts, we are almoſt at preſent what we muſt 
be hereafter ; till Curiofity awakes the Soul, and ſets it 
on Inquiry. 

[Eater George Barnwell at a Diffance.] O Death, 
thou ſtrange mytterious Power, ſeen every Day, yet ne- 
ver underſtood, but by the incommunicative Dead, what 
art thou? The extenſive Mind of Man, that with a 
Thought circles the Earth's vaſt Globe, finks to the 
Centre, or aſcends above the Stars, that Worlds exotick 
finds, or thinks it finds, thy thick Clouds attempts to paſs 
in vain; loſt and bewilder'd in the horrid Gloom, de- 
feated ſhe returns more doubtful than before, of nothing 
certain but of Labour loft. 

During this Speech Barnwell fometimes preſents the 
Piſtol, and dua tos it back again. 

Barn. Oh, tis impoſſible ! {:browing down he Piſtol. 

Uncle flarts, and attemp:is to draw his Sword. 

Uncle. A Man ſo near me! arm'd and maſqu d 

Barn. Nay, then there's no Retreat. 


[Plucks a Ponyard from his Ba im and fab: him. 


C ck. 


once with Gri 
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Uncle. Oh! I am flain ! All gracious Heaven regard 
the Prayer of thy dying Servant: Bleſs with the choiceſt 
Bleſſings my deareſt Nephew, 2 my Murderer, and 
take my fleeting Soul to endleſs Mercy. 

[Barnwell ehrows off his Maſe, runs to him, and 
kneeling by him, raiſes and chafts him. 

Barn. Expiring Saint! O murder'd, martyr'd Uncle! 
Lift up your dying Eyes, and view your Males in your 
O do not look fo tenderly upon me 


erer. 
Let Indignation 4 from your Eyes, and blaſt me 
ere you die y Heaven he weeps in Pity of my 
Woes. Tears, Tears, for Blood—— The Mur- 


der'd, in the Agonies of Death, weeps for his Murderer. 
l] ſpeak your pious Purpoſe ; pronounce my Par- 
don then, and take me with you. He wou'd, but 
cannot.——-O why, with ſuch fond Affection, do you preſs 
my murdering Hand ? What! will you kiſs me ? 
[Barnwell Aer his Uncle, wvho groans and dies.] Life, 
that hover'd on his Lips but till he had ſealed my Par- 
don, in that Kiſs expired. He's gone tor ever—and oh! 
I follow —— | Swwoons away upon bis Uncle's dead Beay.] 
Do I Kill live to preſs the ſuffering Boſom of the Earth ? 
— Do I ſtill breathe, and taint with my infectious Breath 
the wholeſome Air ? Let Heaven from its high 
Throne, in Juſtice or in Mercy, now look down on that 
dear murdered Saint, and me the Murderer; and if his 
Vengeance ſpares, let Pity ſtrike and end my wretched 
Being. Murder the worſt of Crimes, and Parri- 
cide the worſt of Murders, and this the worſt of Parri- 
cides. Cain, who ſtands on Record from the Birth of 
Time, and muſt to it's laſt final Period, as accurſed, flew 
a Brother favour'd above him: Deteſted Nero, by an- 
other's Hand, diſpatch'd a Mother that he fear'd and 
hated : But I with my own Hand have murder'd a Bro- + 
ther, Mother, Father, and a Friend moſt loving and be- 
lov'd. -—————This execrable Act of mine is without a 
Parallel. O may it ever ſtand alone, the laſt of 


Murders as it is the wort ! 
The rich Man thus, in Torment and Deſpair, 
Preferr'd his vain, but charitable Praey'r : 


The 
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The Fool, his en Soul lo/?, wwou'd fain be wiſe 
For others Geed ; bat Hearn his Suit denies. 

By Laws and Means w:!! known wwe fland or full; 
And one eternal Rule remains for all. 


The End of the Third ACT. 
D I eee des 


A rt 
A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe, 


Euter Maria. 


M 4 R I 4. 

OW falſly do they judge, who cenſure or ap- 

plaud, as we're afflicted or rewarded here? J 
know ] am unhappy ; yet cannot charge myſelf with 
any Crime, more than the common Frailties of our 
Kind, that ſhou'd provoke juſt Heaven to mark me out 
for Sufferiags ſo uncommon and ſevere. Fallly to accuſe + 
ourſelves, Heaven mult abhor. Then it is juſt and right 
that Innocence ſhould ſuffer; for Heaven mult be Juſt in 
all its Ways. Perhaps by that we are kept from moral 
Evils, much worſe than penal, or more improv'd in 
Virtue. Or may not the leſſer Ills that we ſuſtain he 
made the Means of greater Good to others? Might all 
the joyleſs Days and fleepleſs Nights that I have palt, 
but purchaſe Peace tor thee, 


Thou d ar, d ar Canje of all my Grief and Pain ! 
Small avere the Loſi, and in{ nite the Gain, 
Tho to the Grave in ſecret Lowe I pine, 


So Life and Fame, and Happin:js were thine. 


Enter Trueman. 
What News of Barnwe/l ? 
Tr. None: I have ſought him with the greateſt Dili- 
gench, but all in vain. 
Aa. 
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Ma. Does my Father yet ſuſpect the Cauſe of his Ab- 
ſence ? 
Tr. All appeared fo juſt and fair to him, it is not 
ble he ever ſhould. But his Abſence will no longer 
conceal'd. Your Father is wiſe; and though he 
ſeems to hearken to the friendly Excuſes I wou'd make 


for Barmuell, yet, I am afraid, he ds 'em only as 
ſuch, without ſuffering them to influence his Judg- 
ment. 

Ma. How does the unhappy Youth defeat all our 
Deſigns to ſerve him? yet I can never repent what we 
have done. Shou'd he return, twill make his Recon- 
ciliation with my Father eafter, and preſerve him from 
future Reproach of a malicious unforgiving World. 


Enter Thorowgood and Lucy. 


Ther. This Woman here has given me a fad, and 
(bating ſome Circumſtances) too probable an Account of 
Barnwell's Defection. 

Lacy. I am ſorry, Sir, that my frank Confeſſion of 
my former unhappy Courſe of Life ſhould cauſe you to 
ſuſpet my Truth on this Occafion. 

T her. wage -< your Confeſſion has in it all the 
Appearance ruth. Among many other Particulars, 
ſhe informs me, that — has influenced to 
break his Truſt, and wrong me at ſeveral Times, of 
conſiderable Sums of Money. Now as I know this to 
be falſe, I wou'd fain doubt the Whole of her Relation, 
too dreadful to be willingly believed. 

Ma. Sir, your Pardon ; I find myſelf on a ſudden fo 
indiſpos'd, that I mult retire. Providence oppoſes all 
Attempts to fave him. Poor ruin'd Barnwell ! Wretch- 
ed loſt Maria / IL. Exit Maria. 

Ther. How am I diſtreſs'd on every Side? Pity for 
that unhappy Youth, Fear for the Life of a much value 
Friend, — and then my Child —- the only Joy aud 
Hope of my declining Life ! —— Her Melancholy in- 
creaſes hourly, and gives me painful Apprehenſions of 
her Loſs.—O Trueman this Perſon informs me, that 

your 
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your Friend, at the Inſtigation of an impious Woman, is 
gone to rob and murder his venerable Uncle. 

Tr. O execrable Deed; I am blaſted with the Horror 
of the Thought ! A 

Lucy. This Delay may ruin all. 

Thor. What to do or think, I know not. That he 
ever wrong'd me, I know is falſe; the reſt may be fo 
too; — eyed Hope. 

Tr. Truſt not to that; rather ſoppoſe all true, than 
loſe a Moment's Time. Even now the horrid Deed 
may be doing —— dreadful Imagination !———or it 
may be done, and we be vainly debating on the Means to 
prevent what is already 

Ther. This Earneſtneſs convinces me, that he knows 
more than he has yet diſcovered. What, oh ! without 
there, who waits? [ Enter a Servant.) Order the Groom 
to ſaddle the ſwiftet Horſe, and prepare to ſet out with 
Speed; an Affair of Life and Death demands his Dili- 
[Exit Servant.) For you, whoſe Behaviour on 
this Occaſion I have ho Time to commend as it deſerves, 
I muſt engage your further Aſſiſtance. Return and ob- 
ſerve this Miwoed till I come, I have your Directions, 
and will follow you as ſoon as poſſible. [Exit Lucy.] 
Trueman, you I am ſure will not be idle on this Occa- 
fion. [Exit Thorowgood. 
Fs dom Friend can judge of my Di- 


m 


— 


SCENE IL 
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him wrong. His bloody Hands ſhew he has done the 
Deed, but ſhew he wants the Prudence to conceal it. 
Where ſhall I hide me? Whither ſhall I fly, to 
he ſwift unerring Hand of Juſtice ? 

Diſmiſs ears: Though Thouſands had 
ts fs Dow, yet dale ates deve, you 
Innocence. I have a Cavern, by Art ſo 


ye never ſaw, nor Light cer 
in vain, For oh ! that Inmate, that 
» convict and ſentence me for 
with never ending Torments. 
crimſon'd o'er with my dear 
: Here's a Sight to make a Statue ſtart 


unknown I did the accurſed Act, 
Heaven's All-ſeeing Eye? 
vantage have 
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a thouſand Years of Life to come, to have given them 
all to have lengthen'd his own Hour. But being dead, I 
fled the Sight of what my Hands had done ; nor could I, 
to have gain'd the Empire of the World, have violated 
by Theft his ſacred Corpſe. 

Mill. Whining, prepoſterous, canting Villain] to mur- 
der your Uncle, rob him of Life, Nature's firſt, laſt, 
dear Prerogative, after which there's no Injury, then 
fear to take what he no longer wanted, and bring to me 

Penury and Guilt. Do you think Pll hazard my 
tation, nay, my Life, to entertain you ? 

Barn. O Milkuood / this from thee ? —— But 
I have done. If you hate me, if you wiſh me dead, 
then are you happy; for oh! 'tis ſure my Grief will 
quickly end me. 


want.] Fetch me an Officer, ang ſeize this Villain. He 
has conſeſs d himſelf a Murderer. Should I let him 
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After Death to be between Heaven and Earth, 

a dreadful Spectacle, the Warning and Horror of a ga 

ing Croud ! This I cou'd bear, nay wiſh not to avoid, 
it but come from any Hand but thine. 


Enter Blunt, Officer and Attendants. 


Mill. Heaven defend me! Conceal a Murderer ! Here, 
Sir, take this Youth into your Cuſtody. I accuſe him 
of Murder, and will appear to make good my Charge. 
T hey ſeize Line. 
Barn. To whom, of what, or how I eomplain * 
I'll not accuſe her: The Hand of Heav'n is in it, and 
this the Puniſhment of Luſt and Parricide. Yet Hea- 
ven, that juſtly cuts me off, flill ſuffers her to live; per- 
haps to puniſh others. Tremendous Mercy ! So Fiends 
are curs'd with Immortality, to be the Exccutioners of 
Heaven. | 
Be warn d, ye Youths, wvho ſee my ſad Deſpair : 
Arocid lewd Women, falſe as they are fair. 
By Reaſon guided, bone Feys purſue : 


The 21 wh Ip <p 
to herfelf, will nc er be falſe to you. 
2 Example learn to got . 
( How wwretcbed is the Man who's wiſe too late) 
Ere Innocence, and Fame, and Life be lof?, 
Here purcbaſe Wiſdam, cheaply, at my Coff. 
Exeunt Baruwell, Officers and Attendants, 
Mil. Where's Lag? Why is ſhe abſent at ſuch a 
Time ? 
Blunt. Wou'd I had been fo too! Lacy will ſoon be 
here ; and I hope, to thy Confuſion, thou Devil ! 
Mill. Infoleut ! This to me? 
Blunt. The worſt that we know of the Devil is, that 
he firſt ſeduces to Sin, and then betrays to Puniſhmenr. 
{ Exit Blunt. 
Mill. They diſapprove of my Conduct then, and 
mean to take this Opportunity to ſet up for themſelves. 
My Ruin is refolved. — ——{ fee my Danger, 
but ſcorn both it and them; I was not born to fall by 
iuch week Initruments. . 
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Enter T horowgood. 

Thor. Where is the Scandal of her own Sex, and 
Curſe of ours ? 

FS What means this Inſolence? Whom do ycu 
? 

T hor. Millavood. 

Mell. Well, you have found her then. I am Mil. 
v0. 

Thor. Then you are the moſt impious Wretch, that 
e*er the Sun beheld. 

Mill. From your Appearance I ſhould have expected 
Wiſdom and Moderation, but your Manners bely your 
Aſpet. What is your Buſineſs here? I know you not. 

Ther. Hereafter you may know me better; I am 
BarxwelPs Maſter. 

Mall. Then you are Maſter to a Villain, which, I think, 
not much to your | 
Ther. Had he been as much above thy Arts, as my 
Credit is above thy Malice, I need not have bluſh'd to 
own him. 

Mill. My Arts ! I don't underſtand you, Sir, if he 
has done amiſs, what's that to me? Was he my Servant, 
or yours ? You ſhould have taught him better. 

Ther. Why ſhould I wonder to find ſuch uncommon 
Impudence in one arriv'd to ſuch a Height of Wicked 
neſs ? When Innocence is baniſhed, Modeſty ſoon fal- 
lows. Know, Sorcereſs, I'm not ignorant of any of the 
Arts, by which you firſt deceiv'd the unwary Youth. -I 
know how, Step by Step, you've led him on, (reluctant 
and unwilling) from Crime to Crime, to this laſt horrid 
AR, which you contrived, and by your curſed Wiles 
even forced him to commit. 

Mill. Ha! Lucy has got the Advantage, and accuſed 
me firſt: Unleſs I can turn the Accuſation, and fix it 
upon her and Blunt, L am loſt. [Alide. 

Thor. Had I known your cruel Deſign ſooner, it had 
been prevented. To ſee you puniſh'd as the Law di: ects, 
15 all that now remains. Poor Satis faction! for he, in- 
nocent as he is, compared to you, mult ſuffer too. But 

C 3 Heaven 
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Deren 
—— railty and Preſumption, will make a 
1174872 only 
ane cannot do it. 
Mill. I find, Sir, we are both unhappy in our Ser- 
vants. I was ſurpriſed at ſuch ill Treatment 
Cauſe from a Gentleman of your Appearance, and 
therefore too haſtily return'd it; for which I aſk your 
Pardon. I now perceive you have been fo far impoſed 
on, as to think me en 
with your Servant, and 


kis Undoing. 
you as the Cauſe, the ſole Cauſe of all 


Thor. I 
his Guilt, and all his Suffering, of all he now endures, 
and muſt endure, till a violent and ſhameful Death ſhall 
put a dreadful Period to his Life and Miſeries 

Mill. Tis very ſtrange. But who's ſecure from Scan- 
dal and Detraction ? So far from contributing to his 
Ruin, I never ſpoke to him till fince the fatal Accident, 
which T lament as much as » Tis true, I have a 
Servant, on whoſe Account he hath of late frequented 
my Houſe. If ſhe has abus'd my Opimion of her, 
am I to blame? Has not done the ſame by 
you ? 

Thor. I hear on. 

Mill. in. violent Paſſion 
for her, and ſhe for him ; but till now I always ht 
it innocent, I know her poor, and given to expenſive 
Pleaſures. Now who can tell but ſhe may have influ- 
enced the amorous Youth to commit this Murder, to 
ſupply her Extravagancies. It muſt be ſo. I now 
recolle& a thouſand Circumſtances that confirm it. Pl! 
have her, and a Man Servant whom I ſuſpect as an Ac- 
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Mill. J hope you will not uſe your Influence, and the 
Credit of your Name, to ſkreen ſuch guilty Wretches. 
Confider, Sir, the Wickedneſs of perſuading a thought- 
leſs Youth to ſuch a Crime. 

FP bananas c. Andrade 
Mill. That which you call ing him, 

vince you of my Innocence. 1— 11 Mien, though 
ſhe contriv'd the Murder, would never have delivered 
him into the Hands of Juſtice, as I, ſtruck with Horror 
1 — od Youth eſcape her 

. How 'd an 1 

Snares ? 'The erful * of her Wit and Form 

i the wiſeſ to ſimple Dotage, and fire the 
Blood that Age had froze long ſince. Even I, that with 


con- 


your Guilt accuſed you 
and did all that was in their Power to prevent it. 

Mill. Sir, you are very hard to be convinc'd ; but I 
have a Proof, which, when produc'd, will filence all 
Objections. [Exit Millwood. 

Enter Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, Officers, &c. 


Lucy. Gentlemen, place yourſelves, ſome on one 
Side of that Door, Lis © aged, the other ; watch her 
Entrance, and act as your Prudence ſhall dire& you. This 
Way, [s Thorowgood] and note her Behaviour, I have 
obſerv'd her, ſhe's driven to the laſt Extremity, and is 


forming ſome deſperate Reſolution. I gueſs at her Deſign. 
Re-enter Millwood with a Piſtol. Trueman ſecures her. 
Tr. Here thy Power of doing Miſchief ends, deceit- 
ful, cruel, bloody Woman ! 
Mill. Fool, Hypocrite, Villain, Man ! thou canſt not 
call me that. 


Tr. To call the Woman were to wrong thy Sex ; 
thou Devil! 
C 4 AL. 
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Mill. That imaginary Being is an Emblem of thy cur- 

ſed Sex collected: TEES den I 7 Man 

may fee his own Likeneſs, and that of all Mankind. 

T hor. e the Faults of others 
to extenuate thy own, of which the Abuſe of ſuch un- 
common Perfections of Mind and is not the leaſt. 

Mill. If ſuch I had, well may I your barbarous 
Sex, who robb'd me of em ere I knew their Worth; 
then left me too late, to count their Value by their Loſs. 
Another and another Spoiler came, and all my Gain was 
Poverty and Reproach. My Soul diſdain'd, and yet diſ- 
dains, Dependance and Contempt. Riches, no Matter 
by what Means obtain'd, I faw ſecured the worſt of 
Men from both. I found it therefore neceſſary to be 
rich, and to that End I fummon'd all my Arts. You 
call em wicked; let them be fo, they were ſuch as my 
Converſation with your Sex had furniſh'd me withal. 
_ Sure none but the worſt of Men convers'd with 
Mil. Men of all Degrees, and all Profeſſions, I have 
known, yet found no Difference, but in their ſeveral 
C-pncities ; all were alike wicked to the utmoſt of their 
Power. In Pride, Contention, Avarice, Cruelty, and 
Revenge, the Reverend Prieſthood were my unerrin 
Guides. From Suburb Magiſtrates, who live by min 
Re putations, as the unhoſpitable Natives of Cornwall do 
by Shipwrecks, I learn'd, that to charge my innocent 
Neighbours with my Crimes, was to merit their Pro- 
tection; for to ſkreen the Guilty, is the leſs ſcandalous, 
when many are ſuſpected; and Detraction, like Dark- 
neſs and Death, blackens all Objects, and levels all Di- 
ſtinction. Such are your venal Magiſtrates, who favour 
none but ſuch as by their Office they are ſworn to puniſh. 
With them not to be guilty is the worſt of Crimes, and 
large Fees privately paid are every needful Virtue. 

hor. Your Practice has ſufficiently diſcovered your 
Contempt of Laws, both kuman and divine ; no Won- 
der then, that you ſhould hate the Officers of both. 

Mill. I know you, and I hate you all: I expect no 
Mercy, and I aſk for none; I follow'd my Inclinations, 
and that the beſt of you do every Day, All _— 

m 
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ſeem alike natural and indifferent to Man and Beaft, who 
devour, or are devour'd, as they meet with others 
weaker or ſtronger than themſelves. \ 

Ther. What Pity it is a Mind ſo comprehenſive, daring 
and inquiſitive, ſhould be a Stranger to Religion's ſweet 
and powerful Charms ! 

Mall. I am not Fool enough to be an Atheiſt, tho? I 
have known enough of Mens Hypocriſy to make a thou- 
ſand fimple Women fo. Whatever Religion is in itſelf, 
as prattis'd by Mankind, it has caus'd the Evils, you ſay 
it was defign'd to cure. War, Plague, and Famine, have 
not deſtroy d fo many of the human Race, as this pre- 
tended Piety has done; and with ſuch barbarous Cruelty, 
as if the only Way to honour Heaven, were to turn the 
preſent World into Hell. 

Thor. Truth is Truth, tho' from an Enemy, and 
ſpoken in Malice. You bloody, blind, and ſuperſtitious 
Bigots, how will you anſwer this ? 

Mill. What are your Laws, of which you make your 
Boaſt, but the Fool's Wiſdom, and the Coward's Valour, 
the Inſtrument and Screen of all vour Villanies ? By them 

u puaiſh in others what vou act vourſelves, or wou'd 
— acted, had you been in cheir Circumſtances. The 
Judge, who condemns the poor Man for being a Thief, 

d been a Thief himſelf, had he been poor. Thus 
you go on deceiving, and being deceiv'd, harrafling, 
plaguing and deſtroying one anothf&r. But Women are 
your univerſal Prey : 


Nomen, by whom you are, the Source of Foy, 
With erucl Arts you labour ta deftray : 

A theau/and Ways our Ruin you purſue, 

Yet blame in us thoſe Arts firſt taught by you. 
Oh! may from hence each violated Maid, 

By ftattering, faithleſs, barb"rous Man betray'd, 
When robbd of Inmcence, aud Virgin Fame, 
From your Deſtruction rai/e a nobler Name, 

To right their Sex's Wrongs devote their Mind, 
And future Millwoods prove to plague Mandi nal. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 
* 5 a CT 


— — 
Pd 
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USSR ETNINUE ESD 


ACT VT. denne. 
A Room in a Priſon. 


er Thorowgood, Blunt, ard Lucy. 
THOROWGOOD. 


HAVE * ded 22 a 
Divine, w dgment In I am w 
ted with. = wag F—whary oy lected ; 
but ſhe, unhappy Woman, ſtill obſtinate, refuſes his 
Aſſiſtance. 


Lacy. This pious Charity to the Afflicted well be- 
comes your Character; yet pardon me, Sir, if I wonder 
you were not at their Trial. 

Thor. I knew it was impoſſible to fave him; and I 
and my Family bear ſo great a Part in his Diſtreſs, that 
to have been preſent wou'd but have aggravated our 
Sorrows without relieving his. 

Bluat. It was indeed. ParmuelPs Youth 
and modeſt Deportment, as he paſs'd, drew Tears from 

Eye. When _ wa the Bar, and arraigned be- 
fore the Reverend Lo + with many Tears and inter- 
rupting Sobs he confeſs'd and aggravated his Offences, 
without accuſing, or once reflecting on Miu ννͤ, the 
ſhameleſs Author of his Ruin. But ſhe dauntleſs and un- 
concern'd ſtood by his Side, viewing with viſible Pride and 
Contempt the vaſt Aſſembly, who all with f izin 
Sorrow wept for the wretched 2 She, when called 
upon to anſwer, ay ng upon her Innocence, and 
made an artful and a 1d Defence ; but, fnding all in 
vain, the impartial Jury 
ring to find her Guilty, how did the curſe herſelf, poor 
Barnwell, us, her Judges, all Mankind! _ 
cou? 
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could that avail ? She was condemn'd, and is this Day 
to ſuffer with him. 

Ther. The Time draws on. I am going to viſit 
Barnwell, as you are Millwood. 

Lacy. We have not wrong'd her, yet I dread this In- 
terview. She's proud, impatient, wrathful, and unfor- 
giving. To be the branded Inſtruments of Vengeance, 
to ſuffer in her Shame, and ſympathize with her in a!l ſhe 
ſuffers, is the Tribute we muſt pay for our former ill-fpent 
Lives, and long Confederacy with her in Wickedneſs. 

T hor. Happy tor you it ended when it did. What you- 
have done againſt Millaveod I know proceeded from a juſt 
Abhorrence of her Crimes, free from Intereſt, Malice, 
or Revenge. Proſelytes to Virtue ſhould be encourag'd ; 
purſue your propoſed Reformation, and know me here- 
after for your Friend. 

Lacy. This is a Blefling as unhoped for as unmeriteds 
But Heaven that ſnatch'd us from impending Rain, 
ſure intends you as its Inftrument to ſecure us from Apo- 


Thor. With Gratitude to impute your Deliverance to 
Heaven is juſt. Many lefs virtuouſly difpoſed than 
Barnwell was, have never fallen in the Manner he has 
done. May not ſuch owe their Safety rather to Provi- 
dence than to themſelves ? With Pity and Compaſſion let 
us judge him. Great were his Faults, but ftrong was 
the Temptation. Let his Ruin teach us Diffidence, Hu- 
manity and Circumſpection; for if we who wonder at 
his Fate, had like him been tned, hke him perhaps 
we had fallen. 


8 


SCENE I. 
A Dungeon, a Table and Lamp. Barnwell reading. 


Enter Thorowgood at a Diftaxce. 

Thor. HERE ſee the bitter Fruits of Paſſion's de- 
teſted Reign, and ſenſual Appetite indulg'd, 
ſevere Reflections, Penitence and Tears. 2 
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Barr. My honoured injured Maſter, whoſe Goodne's 
has covered me a thouſand Times with Shame, forgive 
this laſt unwilling Diſreſpe& : Indeed I faw you not. 

T hor. Tis well; I hope you were better employ'd in 
vi: wing of yourſelf; your Journey's long, your Time for 
Preparation almoſt ſpent. I ſent a Reverend Divine to 
tzach you to improve it, and ſhould be glad to hear of 
his Succeſs. 

Barn. The Word of Truth, which he recommended 
for my conſtant Companion in this my ſad Retirement, 
has at length removed the Doubts I laboured under. 
_ 1 Pve learn'd the infinite Extent of Heavenly 

ercy; my Offences, though great, are not unpar- 
donable; A not my Intereſt only, but my Du- 
ty, to believe and to rejoice in that Hope: So ſhall 
Heaven receive the Glory, and future Penitents the Pro- 
it of my Example. 

Thor. Proceed. 

Barn. "Tis wonderful that Words ſhould charm De- 
fpair, ſpeak Peace and Pardon to a Murderer's Conſci- 
ence ; but Truth and Mercy flow in every Sentence, at- 
tended with Force and Energy divine. How fhall I de- 
Fribe my preſent State of Mind? I hope in Doubt, and 
trembling I rejoice; I feel my Grief increaſe, even as 
my Fears give way. and Gratitude now ſupply 
_ than the or and Anguiſh of Deſpair 


Thor. Theſe are the genuine Signs of true Repentance ; 
the only Preparatory, the certain Way to everlaſting 
Peace. O the Joy it gives to ſee a Soul form'd and pre- 

d for Heaven ! For this the faithful Miniſter devotes 
unſelf to Meditation, Abſtinence and Prayer, ſhunning 
the vain Delights of ſenſual Joys, and daily dies, that 
ethers may live for ever. For this he turns the ſacred 
Volumes o'er, and ſpends his Life in painful Search of 
Truth. The Love of Riches, and the Luſt of Power, 
he looks upon with juſt Contempt and Deteſtation; he 
cnly counts for Wealth the Souls he wins, and his high- 
eſt Ambition is to ſerve Mankind. If the Reward of 
ah his Pains be to preſerve one Soul from wandering, or 
turn 
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turn one from the Error of his Ways, how does he then 
rejoice, and own his little Labours overpaid ? 

Barn. What do I owe for all your generous Kindneſs ? 
But tho? I cannot, Heaven can and will reward you. 

Thor. To ſee thee thus, is Joy too great for Words. 
Farewell. — Heaven ſtrengthen thee ! Farewell. 

Barn. O! Sir, there's ſomething I would fay, if my 
fad ſwelling Heart would give me Leave. 

Thor. Give it vent a while, and try. 

Barn. I had a Friend tis true I am unworthy — 
yet methinks your generous Example might perſuade— 
Cou'd I not fee him once, before I go from whence 
there's no Return ? 

Ther. He's coming, and as much thy Friend as ever. 
J will not anticipate his Sorrow ; too ioon he'll ſee the 
fad Effect of this contagious Ruin. This Torrent of 
domeftick Miſery bears too hard upon me. I muſt re- 
tire to indulge a Weakneſs I find impoſiible to overcome. 


[4#4+.] Much lov'd and much lamented Youth ! 
Farewel. Heaven firengthen thee. 
Eternally Farewel. 


Barn. The beſt of Maſters and of Men—— Farewel. 
While I hve let me not want your Prayers. 

Ther. Thou ſhalt not. Thy Peace being made with 
Heaven, Death's already vanquifh'd. Bear a little 
longer the Pains that attend this tranſitory Liſe, and 

from Pain for ever. [Exit Thorow good. 

Barn. Perhaps I ſhall. I find a Power within, that 
bears my Soul above the Fears of Death, and, ſpight of 
conſcious Shame and Guilt, gives me a Taſte of Plea- 
fure more than mortal. 


Enter Trueman and A per. 


Keep. Sir, there's the Priſoner. [ Exit Keeper. 
Barn. Trueman /——— My Friend whom I fo wiſh'd to 
ſee, yet now he's here, I dare not look upon him. 


[Weeps. 


Tr. O Barnwell! Barnwell ! 
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Barn. Mercy | Mercy ! gracious Heaven! For Death, 
but not for this, Y 00 

Tr. What have I fi fince I ſaw thee laſt! What 
Pain has Abſence given me !——But oh! to ſee thee 
thus ! 

Barn. I know it is dreadful ! I feel the Anguiſh of 
thy generous Soul: But I was born to murder all 
who love me. [ Both weep. 

Tr. I came not to you ; I thought to bring 

Comfort; but I'm deceiv'd, for I have none to give: 
came to ſhare thy Sorrow, but cannot bear my own. 

Barn. My Lr 
*tis what the Good and Innocent, like you, can ne er 
conceive : But other Griefs at preſent I have none, but 
what I feel for you. In your Sorrow I read you love me 
ſtill ; but yet, methinks, tis ſtrange, when I conſider 
what I am. 

Tr. No more of that : I can remember nothing but 
thy Virtues, — honeſt, tender Friendſhip, our former 
happy State and preſent Miſery, O! had you truſted me 
e all might have 

prevented. 

Barn. Alas! thou knoweſt not what a Wretch I've 
been. Breach of Friendſhip was my firſt and leaſt Of- 
fence : So far was I loſt to Goodneſs, fo devoted to the 
Author of my Ruin, that had ſhe inſiſted on my mur- 
cnn thee, I think I ſhould have 

mn. 


Tr. Prithee, N | nate thy Faults no more. 

Barn. I think I ſhould ! Thus and generous as 
you are, I ſhould have murder'd — 

Tr. We have not yet embraced, and may be inter- 

: Come to my Arms. 

Barn. Never, never will I taſte ſuch Joys on Earth; 
never will I fo ſooth my juſt Remorſe. Are theſe 
honeſt Arms and faithful Boſom fit to embrace and to 
ſapport a Murderer ? Theſe Iron Fetters only ſhall claſp, 
and flinty Pavement bear me; [throwing himſelf on 
the Ground) Even theſe too for ſuch a bloody 
Monſtcr. 75 

Ts 
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Ty. Shall Fortune ſever thoſe whom Friendſhip 
joined! Thy Miſeries cannot lay thee fo low, but Love 
will find thee. Here will we offer to ſtern Calami- 

- this Place the Altar, and ourſelves the Sacrifice. 

mutual Groans ſhall echo to each other through 
the dreary Vault; our Sighs ſhall number the Mo- 
ments as they paſs, and mingling Tears communi- 
cate ſuch Anguiſh, as Words were never made to ex- 
4 = Then be it ſo. [Rifing.} Since you propoſe an 
Intercourſe of Woe, pour all your Griefs into my Breaſt, 
and in Exchange take mine. fZmbracing.] Where's 
now the Anguiſh that you promis'd ? You've taken 
mine, and make me no Return. Sure Peace and Com- 
fort dwell within theſe Arms, and Sorrow can't approach 
me while I am here. This too is the Work of Hea- 
ven; which having before ſpoke Peace and Pardon to 
me, now ſends thee to confirm it. O take, take ſome of 
the Joy that overflows my Breaſt ! 

r. I do, I do. Almighty Power! how haſt thou 


made us capable to bear at once the Extreams of Pleaſure 
and of Pain. 


Enter Keeper. 
Keeper. Sir. 
T7. I come. Exit Keeper. 
Barn. Muft you leave me? Death v. ſoon have 
us for ever. 


Tr. O my Barnwell ! there's yet another Taſk be- 
hind : Again your Heart muſt bleed for others Woes. 

Barn. To meet and part with you I thought was all 
J had to do on Earth: What is there more for me to do 
or ſuffer ? 

Tr. Idread to tell thee, yet it muſt be known : Ma- 
71G. 
Barn. Our Maſter's fair and virtuous Daughter 
Tr. The ſame. 
Barn. No Misfortune, I hope, has reach'd that lovely 
Maid ! Preſerve her, Heaven, from every Ill, to ſhew 
Mankind that Goodneſs is your Care. = 

Is 
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Tr. Thy, thy Misfortunes, my unhappy Friend, have 
reach'd her. Whatever you and I have felt, and more, 
if more be poſſible, ſhe for you. 

Barn. I he doth abhor a Lye, and would not 
trifle with his dying Friend. This is indeed the Bitter- 
neſs of Death. Aide. 

Ar. You muſt remember, (for we all obſerv'd it) for 
ſome Time paſt, a heavy Melancholy weighed her down. 
Diſconſolate ſhe ſeem'd, and pin'd and languiſh'd from 
a Cauſe unknown; *till, hearing of your dreadful Fate, 
the long ſtifled Flame blaz'd out; ſhe wept, and wrung 
her Hands, and tore her Hair, and in tne Tranſport of 
her Grief diſcover'd her own loſt State, while the la- 
mented yours. 

Barn. Will all the Pain I feel reſtore thy Eaſe, lovely 
unhappy Maid! [ Vecping.] Why did you not let me 

je, and never know it: : 

Tr. It was impoſſible. She makes no Secret of her 
Paſſion for you; ſhe is determined to ſee you ere you 
die, and waits for me to introduce her. 

| Exit Trueman. 

Barn. Vain, buſy Thoughts, be ſtill ! What avails it 
to think on what I might have been? I now am ——— 
what I've made myſelf. 

Enter Trueman avith Maria. 

Tr. Madam, reluctant I lead you to this diſmal Scene. 
This is the Seat of Miſery and Guilt. Here aweſul Ju- 
ſtice reſerves her publick Victims. This is the Entrance 

to ſhameful Death. 

Ma. To this fad Place then no improper Gueſt, the 
abandon'd loſt Maria brings Deſpair. And fee the Sub- 
ject and the Cauſe of all this World of Woe. Silent 
and motionleſs he ſtands, as if his Soul had quitted her 
Abode, and the lifcleſs Form alone was left behind ; yet 
that fo perfect, that Beauty and Death, ever at Enmity, 
now ſeem united there. 

Barn. I groan, but murmer not. Juſt Heaven! I 
am your own ; do with me what you pleaſe. 

Ma. Why are your ſtreaming Eyes ſtill fix'd below, 
as tho? thou'dſt give the greedy Earth thy Sorrows, 2 
/ ro 
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rob me of my Due? Were Happineſs within 
Power, you ſhould beſtow it were you pleas'd ; but in 
your Miſery I muſt and will partake. 

Barn. Oh! ſay not ſo, but fly, abhor, and leave me 
to my Fate. Conſider what you are, how vaſt your 
Fortune, and how bright your Fame. Have Pity on 
your Youth, your Beauty, and unequall'd Virtue; for 
which ſo many noble Peers have ſigh'd in vain. Bleſs 
with your Charms ſome honourable Lord. Adorn with 
your Beauty, and by your Example improve, the Englib 
Court, that juſtly claims ſuch Merit: So ſhall I quickly 
be to you as tho? I had never been. 

Ma. When I forget you, I muſt be fo indeed. Rea- 
ſon, Choice, Virtue, all forbid it. Let Women like 
Millwood, if there are more ſuch Women, ſmile in Proſ- 

ity, and in Adverſity forfake. Be it the Pride of 
| 1 or to partake, the Ruin ſuch have 
made. 

Tr. Lovely ill fated Maid! Was there ever ſuch 
nerous Diſtreſs before! How muſt this pierce his 
Heart, and his Woes ! 

Barn. Ere I knew Guilt or Shame, when Fortune 
fmiled, and when my youthful Hopes were at the high- 
eſt ; if then to have raiſed my Thoughts to you, had 
been Preſumption in me never to have been pardon'd, 
think how much beneath yourſelf you condeſcend to re- 
gard me now. 

Ma. Let her bluſh, who proffering Love, invades the 
Freedom of your Sex's Choice, and meanly ſues in 
Hopes cf a Return. Your inevitable Fate hath render'd 
Hope impoſſible as vain. Then why ſhou'd I fear to 
avow a Paſſion ſo juſt and fo diſintereſted ? 

Tr. If any ſhou'd take Occaſion from Milkuood”s 
Crimes to libel the beſt and faireſt Part of the Creation, 
here let them ſee their Error. The moſt diſtant Hopes 
of ſuch a tender Paſſion from fo bright a Maid, might 
add to the Happineſs of the moſt happy, and make the 
greateſt proud; yet here tis laviſh'd in vain. Tho? by 
the rich Preſent the generous Donor is undone, he on 
whom it is beitow'd receives no Benefit. 


Barn, 
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rr which all 
Living covet and eſteem, are with iling Kind- 
neſs waſted on the Dead. 1 

Ma. Yes, fruitleſs is my Love, and unavailing all my 
Sighs and Tears. Can they fave thee from approaching 
Death? from ſuch a Death: O terrible 


live, for whom ſhe'd die a thouſand thouſand Deaths, if 
it were poſſible, expiring in her Arms! Yet the is hap- 
Py, when compar'd to me. Were Millions of Worlds 
„ ive them in Exchange for her Con- 
dition. conſummate Woe is light to mine. 
The laſt of Curſes to other miſerable Maids, is all I ak 


may {mile on Death :——But publick Ignominy, ever- 


lafting Shame, Shame the of Souls, to die a thou- 
yet ſurvive even Death itſelf in never 
is this to be cndur'd ? | 
hve in him, and muſt each Hour of my de- 
feel all theſe Woes renew'd : Can I 

ſo 


has ſo impair'd her Spirits, ſhe pants, as in 
the Agonies + F 
Barn. Preſerve her, Heaven, and reſtore her Peace, 


nor let her be added to my Crimes. | Bell tolls.] 
I am ſummon'd to my Fate. 


. And now, my Friend, 
farewel.. [Embracing.) Support and comfort, the beſt 
you 
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not to pray for me. ¶ Turniag to Maria.] W 
ue TA r 
chaſte Embrace, the laſt pineſs this World cou'd 

ve were mine. [ She inclines towards him ; they embrace. ] 
ted O turn your Eyes from Earth and me 

to Heaven, where Virtue, like yours, is ever heard: Pray 
for the Peace of my departing Soul. Early my Race of 
Wickedneſs and ſoon I reach'd the Summit. Ere 
Nature has finiſh'd her Work, and ſtamp'd me Man, juſt 
at the Time when others begin to ſtray, my Courſe 1s 
finiſh'd. Tho? ſhort my Span of Life, and few my Days; 
yet count my Crimes for Years, and I have liv'd whole 
Ages. Thus Juſtice, in Compaſſion to Mankind, cuts off 
a Wretch like me; by one ſuch Example to ſecure Thou- 
ſands from future Ruin. Juſtice and Mercy are in Heaven 
the ſame : Its utmoſt Severity is Mercy to the Whole ; 
to cure Man's Folly and Preſumption, which elſe 

wou'd render even infinite Mercy vain and ineffetual. 


4 Youth like you in future Times 

123 mourn my Fare, tho” he albert my Crimes, 

Or tender Maid like you my T ale fall bear, 

And to my give a ear; 

To each juch melting Eye and throbding Heart, 

Would gracious Heav'n this Benefit impart, 

Never to know my Guilt, nor feel my Pain, 

T hen muſt you own, you ought not to complain, 

Since you nor weep, nor ſhall I die in vain. 
Excunt Beal and Officers. 


tt. — 


SCENE the LAS r. 


De Place of 7 xecution. The Gallows and Ladders at the 


farther End of the Stage. A Crowd of Spettators, 
Blunt and Lucy. 


Lucy. EAVENS! What a Throng ! 
H Blunt. How texrible is Death when thus 
prepar'd ! Lucy. 
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Officer within. Make Way there, make Way, and 
give the Priſoners Room. 
Lacy. They are here. Obſerve them well. How 
humble and com young Barnwell ſeems! But 
Milkuoed looks wild, ruffled with Paſſion, confounded 


Emer Barnwell, Millwood, Officers and Executioner. 


Mill. Is this the End of all my flattering Hopes ? 
Were Youth and Beauty given me for a Curſe, and 
m 


Barn. Yet ere we paſs the dreadful Gulph of Death, 
yet ere you're plunged in everlaſting Woe, O bend your 
ftubborn Knees, and harder Heart, humbly to deprecate 
the Wrath divine. Who knows but Heaven, in your 

ing Mcments, may beſtow that Grace and Mercy 
your Life deſpiſed ? 

Mill. Why name you Mercy to a Wretch like me? 
Mercy's beyond my Hope, almoſt beyond my Wiſh. I 
can't repent, nor aſk to be forgiven. 

Barn. O think what 'tis to be for ever, ever miſer- 
able, nor with vain Pride oppoſe a Power that's able to 


c—_ 
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ten Lead, and Seas of Sulphur, are light to what I 
feel. 

Barn. O! add not to your vaſt Account Deſpair : A 
Sin more injurious to Heaven, than all you've yet com- 
mitted. 

Mill. O! I have ſinn'd beyond the Reach of 
Mercy. 

jt O ſay not ſo: 'tis Blaſphemy to think it. As 
yon bright Roof is higher than the Earth, ſo and much 
more does Heaven's Goodneſs paſs our Apprehenſion. 
O what created Being ſhall preſume to circumſcribe 
Mercy that knows no Bounds ? 

Mill. This yields no Hope. Tho” Pity may be 
boundleſs, yet tis free: I was doom'd before the World 
began to endleſs Pains, and thou to Joys eternal. 
Barn. O gracious Heaven! extend thy Mercy to her: 
Let thy rich Mercy flow in plenteous Streams tochaſe her 
Fears, and heal her wounded Soul. 

Mill. It will not be: Your Pravers are loſt in Air, 
or elſe returned perhaps with double Bleſſings to your 
Boſom : They help not me. 

Barn. Yet hear me, Millwood. 

Mill. Away, I will not hear thee : I tell thee, Youth, 
I am by Heaven devoted a dreadful Inftance of its 
Power to puniſh. [Barnwell /cems to pray.) If thou 
wilt pray, pray for thyſelf, not me. How doth his 
fervent Soul mount with his Words, and both aſcend to 
Heaven ! that Heaven, whoſe Gates are ſhut with ada- 
mantine Bars againſt my Prayers, had I the Will to pray. 
I cannot bear it. Sure tis the worſt of Torments 
to behold others enjoy that Bliſs which we muſt never 
taſte. | 

Officer. The utmoſt Limit of your Time's expir'd. 

Mill. Encompaſſed with Horror, whither muſt I go? 
I wou'd not live nor die- That I cou'd 
ceaſe to be or ne'er had been ! 

Barn. Since Peace and Comfort are denied her here, 
may ſhe find Mercy where ſhe leaſt expects it, and 
this be all her Hell. From our Example may all be 

tau 


9 
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. but if o'er- 


firong 7. ation, Weakneſs, Surprize, 
22 —— mh 
Th' I alone die 


unforgiv's : 
To /in's like Man, and to forgive like Heav/n, 


Enter Trueman. 
Lucy. Eg O wretched, wretched 


Tr. ** 

Blunt. Who can deſcribe unutterable Woe ? 

Lucy. r. - Spy > ge freeman 
loathing Life, 2 to die: No Tongue can 


tell her Anguiſh 
Tr. Ns bis bets ts hor then tor Foam: May 


ſhe prove a Warning to others, a Monument of Mercy 
in herſelf. 


With bleeding Hearts, — Eye: 3 
A humane gen'rous Senſe of athers I de 
Unleſs we mark her cus clety Dake on, 


EPILOGUE, 


E PIL O GV E, 


Written by 


Col LEY CIEBER, Eſq; Poet Laureat; 
And ſpoken by Mrs. CIBBER. 


SINCE Fate has robbd me of the hapleſs Youth, 

For whom my Heart had hoarded up its Truth ; 
1 _ 
Pm free again to chuſe———and 

But foft——With Cantion . 
Maids, 8 ore they leap 
Here's Choice enough, of warious Sorts and Hue, 
The Cit, the Wit, the Rake xd up 1 Ca, 

The fair ſpruce Mercer, and the tawny Few. 
Suppoſe I ſearch the ſober Gallery? No; 
There's none but "Prentices, and Cuckolds all- a- Noau; 

And theſe, I doubt, are thoſe that make em /6. 


Pointing to the Boxes. 
"Tis very wwell, enjoy the Jet; But you, 
Fine powder'd Sparks, —tq0E-nay, I'm told "tis true, ö 


— 


th 


Teas end them the Direct er 
and them the Diff rence this perhaps, 
s aſhamed wheneer his Duck he traps, 
j moepock when Madam tripping, let ber fall, 
Quiee wo Hats, and take no Shame at all. 
What if ome favour'd Poe J meet ? 
Whoſe Love un lay his Laurels at my Feet. 
N Paid Paſſions real Love abbors——m 
His Flame wwou'd prove the Suit of Creditors. 

Net to detain you then with longer Pauſe, 
In lufton draws ; : 


ſhort, my Heart to this Conc 
I yield it to the Hand that's laude in Applauſe. 
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